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THE 
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CHAPTER I. 


Wfi must not imitate the Gullibulls ^^alto- 
gether in the profound neglect wii-^ ^hich 
they unanimously agreed to t^eat Clvirity 
Green, as a punishment M Jkj’ unwarrant- 
able desertion. 

A ftw week'i saw her very quietly esta- 
blished in hgr, new position : and we own 
that for a wnth or two we should find it 
rather diflScult to discern anything in hei; 
progress yhich it nould fim’hse an indif- 
ferent reader to recount. Hdr manner of life 
was very slightly diversified — and this was 
its usual tenor. She arose very eariy in the 
. VOL. in. 
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morning from aytbucli shared with Miss 
Dishnap. They/toeakfaste'd together, Vitli 
the invariahlH adjunct of a third , lu 
the shape of^ a small hut very handsome 
jet hlacK cat, with ‘a red collar,*Sc;^led 
“ Cookey."*’ This was the sole inhabitant 
of the house during the day; which after 
breakfast they set in ejicellent order. It 
was, indeed, a little miracle of neatness. 
Miss Dishnap belonged to ^ cleanly genus; 
but she was remarkably so. For that 
reaso^j she could not bear to live in lodg- 
ings, On to receive lodgers into her house, 
and kept a «little cottage entiro'y for her 
own use. 'Kle rent indeed came exces- 
sively heavy on that account, (it was 
eighteen pounds a year) antl*the place was 
lonely. BiTt Miss Dishnap liad no move- 
able property of any value, ^ feared no 

robbers ; . and she said that the difference of 

<r - 

a few pounds per annum was amply made 
up by “.having one’s own house to one’s self.” 
She could indulge her passion for cleanliness 
without ?iisturbaipce;..and. accordingly she 
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truly boasted that you c\3Sflld eat your dinner 
^thout disgust from h^floors. 

breakfast and a phishing of every- 
thing which, however slightly, ifeeded it, 
JIigg^»Dishnap carefully * locked *lier house 
up, and off the two trudged, wet or dry, to 
the bazaar. There they spent the remainder 
of the day, each engaged in her occupation, 
often silent, but always in a good humgpr 
with one another, and apparently with the 
world in general. In fact, they knew but 
little of its concerns. Neither of them ever 
read a newspaper, and had scaWely an 
acquaintfjnce between them^ 

Miss Dishnap’s idea of ‘life, indeed, pre- 
vented her from taking any very lively 
interest in ii-A transactions. She lived be- 
cause she did not die — not that she wished, 
the prolongation of her existence. The mis- 
fortunes of her youth had acted on.her whole 
career certain acids act on substances, 
depriving them of colour, and rendering 
them incapable of ever receiving any. The 
only subject whiclr Siggme4 how to have much 

5 2 
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interest for her,^vps religion. Like most 
persons of strong raling assailed by misfdi'- 
tune, Miss^Disfijia|)rfelt the ne^i pf 
tion and assurance.. She had bcQome a 
Puseyite, not finding those quafities *hi4he 
routine and formal observances of the An- 
glican church, or in its dyibious and specu- 
lative teaching. Thence she passed without 
UKjeh difficulty with a favourite teacher over 
to the Koman-catholitt cerei^onial, and fre- 
quented the chapel of the Oratory, largely 
imbibed the doctrines therein promulgated 
with so much warmth and eloquence, and 
exerted all the 7 .eal of a proselyte to bring 
Charity into t]5e‘sarae opinions. 

And what was Charity’s religion? She 
would have been puzzled totfescribe it in 
I5ie formula *of any catechism? • She was a 
Christian in heart and soul, and^it is there- 
fore i)robable t]jat she was unfitted to be of 
any sect in particular. Her fathep was by 
education a protestant, but .in practice a 
freethinker, of so extensive a liberality, 
that he nWer attempte^'to bias his child’s 
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mind even to his own la^itudinarian princi- 
pies. Her mother . vf 6 Si\ very rarely 1,0 
clTvil'^A f slie* was in gfc/^etal wry, badly 
dressed, so that, the beadle, always placed 
liw^th tlio few pauj)ers w^o thought it 
Avorth their while to enter a building ob- 
A'ionsly intended only for smart people, avIio 
could afford to Jceep pews. Mrs. Green 
could not digest such treatment, and JSe 
left off attencMng chtirch almost entirely. 
]\{rs. Gullibull went to diurch Avhenever she 

had a grand new goAvn, or gorgeous para- 

» 

sol, to display. But she was often ill on 
a Sundaf. . We cannot tlierefore say that 
Charity Avas.very deeji. in controversial 
divinity of any sort. But she Avas gentle, 
obliging, and ‘tractable, and Avillingly accom- 
panied Mis§ l)ishnap on her devotional ex- 
cursions. 

She Avas not, indeed, likc’Jier companion, 
rcAvard^ with a full meed of consolatioil 
and hope. Miss Dishnfip derived ar])erpetual 
comfort from the authoritative teaching of 
her pastors, AvhioJ^-infortned her that she 
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should certainly -rijoin her departed loTgr 
in* a place of etv»al bliss. For with her 
convictioji*of Msi’aftnost superfinmati ?xcd- 
lencies, sh^ ceiild not dwnbt he was in 
heaven, if any heaven existed ! • Shc^otW 
to su]?ject her mind to the influences of 
ceremonial observance and solemnities, that 
she. might more undonbtingly credit this 
hSStatiful vision of a futurity which was so 
amply to repay her sufFerin^^ in the dark 
isle' of time. There ivas no asperity in 
Miss Dishnap’s grief; she had no cause 
for any; she was not deserted, not mal- 
treated by her^ lover; his dying •thoughts 
and dying prayess were heTs. She did 
not then well understand wliy Chaiaty's 

sorrows were Jess curable than her own, but 
* • • 
prescribed the same remedies as if to the 

same disease. 

Whereat it Was, thus with Charity, that 
’every word of doctrine which denounced the 
punishmdhts of the wicked and the rewards 
of the good, deepened th^ isolation of her 
heart. Without tUe sUgirtest tinge of ma- 
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limant feeling in all nature, still she 
felt that she was wronged; and that if ever 
slie'li^self achieved the«wa}r*to heaven, she 
could scarcely Jiope that , the worldly, 
sclMlSiug, ajid heartless man §he liad loved, 
would be permitted to enter it too. This 
troubled her — she hncw not well why, nor 
why she should s^ill continue to .grieve over 
his infidelity, and expect the news of bis ' 
marriage as •a. calafnity. Never more, 
indeed, could she be anytli^tig to him — ^but 
it troubled her. 

However, she continued to accompainy 
Miss Disljnap to her church »\rith the same 
patient resignation with which she listened 
to the oft-repeated story of her youthful 
love, and heafd the young surgeon's musical 
box (whiclf Tie had left as a legacy to his 
betrothed) play through its string of- Irish 
melodies a hundred times a jjay. .There was 
one in Especial of which he had been vary, 
fond, and Miss Hishnap set it so frequently 
to work, that Charity, with all her patience 
:rad sympathy, wasrjrerjfc weary of it. 
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The industry which she had calculated 
to earn her brcaidj meanwhile, yielded hot 
very promisin'^ results. Without “fettery, 
though 'we ^e a littlf partial to her, 
Charity’s'lace was wrought as finely “liSK-the 
finest of foreign fabric. She had a natural 
taste' and elegance in it. „ But she was too 
conscientious to assure purchasers that it 

js made abroad, and consequently either 
it did not sell, or ^old at ^inferior prices. 
Still, by living very moderately indeed (for 
she had scarcely enough to eat), she 
managed to fulfil her part of the contract. 
At lesfct, she "onjy^ fell into arrears twice in 
the first seven weeks — once tp the extent of 
two shillings and threepence, and ^ain, 
about sixpence halfpenny. These calcula- 
tions may seem very trivial an'fi ‘unworthy of 
consideration to the reader, but they were 
matters of the^deepest anxiety to Charity 
Green. 

The benevolent old maid vath whom she 
lived was very far from proving an exacting 
creditor j but she*had<tPo much delicacy 
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to wish to force an aid^upon her young 

friend which she saw shejvvas disinclined ta 

accej At a* veiy narrosv i^argin indeed 

remained to liersey to be charitabfe upon, 

abov*»-her own necessities. It is ncT wonder, 

therefoi'c, that the young lace-woman, half- 

starved and worke(J to death, and shu! up 

in tlie close atmos])here of a bazaar, was 
* * • 
looking anything but her best,^when p 

visitor one day.sui'pri^sd her with his pre- 
sence. 

It was no less a personage than Mr. Bag- 
shawe, the retired attorney. Charity beheld 
him long li^fore he saw hei’j l^^ri’eting among 
the stalls, as .jf in search* of something. 
She had not the vanity to think it could 
possibly be hei^elf. She had scarcely ever 
thought of hifli, except to conclude that he 
had forgotten her, like the rest of her rich 
former friends. On the contrary, his sal- 
low couttenance really fighted up with 
pleasure when ,he recognised herjjie even 
seemed affected. She looked much paler 
and thinner certainly.^ sin«e his first obser- 
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Tations were to Imat effect. He shook lier 
Jiand with a kind^pf fervour, and with some 
agitation, explaiiDed that hef ])ad»»at^eeii 
able to find out where sl\p was, or she would 
have seen him much sooner. ,Hcr aii’ii4 and 
friends seemed ignorant of licr place of re- 
tirement. Midas said ^she liad gone into 
the country for the benefit of her health. He 
‘MiLven expressed an opinion that she had a 
sweetheart where slle was gone, wliom she 
intended to many ! Mr. Bagshawc Iiad only^ 
accidentally, learned that morning from Al- 
derman Gullibull where slie was, and luid 
hastened to pa^^ his respects, an (h inquire if 
he could be of any service to her ? 

There was so much interest and kindness 
in the manner of this usuuJIy ])cevish and 
snappish valetudinary, that Charity was af- 
fected — affected even to tears. To hide 
these, she int^duced Mr. Bagshawe to Miss 
Dishnap, with whom he speedily entered 
into conversation. Charity jvas rather sur- 
prised to observe liow chatty and agreeable 
he could make hi*Dsel£.when he chose ; and 
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' ^0 skilfully extracted information about 
how and where they livecl^ without showing' 
any ifadisftreet “curiosity, that**the ioojhing 
thought occurred t« her that Mrs. cfullibull 
still took sufficient interest in Jier to send 
him for the purpose. 

When Bagshawn had apparently ascer- 
tained a§ much as, he deemed necessary on 
these points, he very politely askod if the 
ladies had dined*? Noav* Miss Dishnap had 
dined — tliat is to say, slie bad eaten half a 
cold mutton chop and some bread at one 
o’clock. Al l so had Charity dined, osten- 
sibly — tliafcis to say, she hail •gone out of the 
bazaar, eaten a penny roll, and came back 
trying, to look as much as possible like a 
person that has dined. But Miss Dishnap’s 
penetration was not so easily deceived,- hav- 
ing had many £v banyan day of her own in 
her time. Whe therefore took upon her, at 

P * • 

a very slight stretch of conscience, to reply 
that Miss Green had not yet dined, but 
that there was a capital ordinary at one 
o’clock, kept at the vc-fy t(Tp of the building 
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« i- 

for the use of the inhahitants, Avhere, she 
supposed, she mesint to dine. 

“ Tlipn riJvgoeAvith lier. 'You’^Vtrfeat an 
old frieW to^a feed, Avon’t }^ou?” said Mr. 
BagshaAve. “ And I supjiose avc liavc no 
time to lose, for it is lialf-past tAvo noAv, 
Tiie truth is, I don’t knoAv of a good eating- 
liouse in the neighbourhood, unless one 
<went to the ex])ense of an liotel — and that 
Avon’t do these hard times.’i 

The (piestion being i)ut in tliis manner, 
Charity felt she could not refuse, Avithout 
much' incivility, to giv’e Jlr. BagshaAve “ a 
feed;” Sh^ concluded, of couj-se, that it 
AAOis only a form for an invitation, and — 
and — if Ave must own the trutli — sjie was 
hungry,, and the pros])ect of* a good dinner 
Avas not Avithout its charms.* ‘The days of 
romance are indeed completely over in all 
matters i^^relalj’ng to the stomach, but we 
hope AA'e rather enhance than ‘ diminish 
Charity^ claim on the respect of the reader 
when Ave acknowledge she Avas subject to 
every human infirmity, and among the rest 
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to. a good appetite. Tlip more honour, 
thci^efore, to her that she |^referred to starve , 
indepenc^ptl^ and with si)irit,,^;han to flou- 
rish in i)lcnty at the price of degrftdation 
in feeling and loss of self-respect ! 

Miss Dishnap engaged to take care of 
her friend’s part of the stall till she •re- 
turned, which was a reciprocal custom of 
great miitual convenience, established ever 
since they had ^ frater»ised, or sorori><ed, 
to coin a proper feminine word for the 
occasion. Accordingly, Charity and Mr. 
Bagshawe ascended to the spacious* loft 
which ser>jcd the bazaar for • an eating 
house, the latter very kindly tendering his 
arm to escort her. Charity, with her 
usual sim[)licity of kindness, pointed out 
whatever she. thought might interest him. 
She showed him a wonderful exhibition 
through magnifying glasses, ^beloijging to 
an ingenious Fi’cnchman wlio had obtained 
tlie sobriquet Jn the bazaar o£, “ Don 
Felix,” from his gay mercurial brightness 
of character. Charity ws^ greatly pleased 
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to be able to ajitonish Mr. Bagshawc with 
_^intelligeiice, tliaVwhat he took to be sbme 
vast unknown species of lobster was in 
reality* merely a magnified flea! The 
whole T!orl(l looks through glasses like 
these, sometimes,’^ said Mr. Bagshawe, with 
a Smile that had in it but little of its 

r- 

accustomed cynical bitterness of expres- 
sion. 

The eating-room of the bazaar was a 
most extensive apartment, almost as large 
as the entire roof of the building, for it was 
not divided by partitions. The walls were 
simply bare'bricks whitewashed;^ and nume- 
rous wooden tables, with benches, accom- 
modated the guests. The principal dinner- 
hour was now passed, and there were but 
very few guests in the apartment. But Mr. 
Bagshawe seemed not desirous of cultiva- 
ting any intimacy with this scattered rem- 
nant. Under pretence that the^ smell of 
the hot^ meats made him faint, he drew 
a table and bench to a remote window in 
the chamber, ancj, tl^nce issued his orders 
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to the waiter. He desired; him to furnish 
the* best viands in reai^ess, and evea^ 
startled t];e oflScial by inquiring if he had 
any champagne ! Bottled ale was, h<#wever, 
the utmost the cellars of tliat vast garret 
afforded. But IVIr. Bagshawe declared he 
should be sure to be ill, if he had np6 at 
least one glass of sherry to his meal, and 
bribed thb waiter to go for a bottle of thh 
best to some neighbouring tavern. 

Charity was somewhat surprised at all 
this. She had a dim idea, it is true, that 
she was rather a favourite with the old gen- 
tleman, but thought she was so on account 
of her connexion with the Cullibulls. And 
now that she was turned* out, and repu- 
diated by the entire family ! it puzzled her. 
Meanwhile the^oast beef, though stewed as 
well as roasted on the stoves, and the York- 
shire pudding, were very appetizing. The 
unexpected kindness and liotice taken of 
her elevated her spirits. She ^ad not 
tasted wine for a long time, and the glass 
of sherry which Bagsh^iwe; insisted on her 
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drinking at oncp warmed her heart, and 
^kindled a very fanciful idea in her head. 
Had Midas >-regented of his iruiustifiable 
desertion, and sent his godfather to mediate 
a reconciliation ? 

Mr. Bagshawc seemed at least to enjoy 
his Companion’s appetite, though he himself 
ate more than he usually considered good, 
iA his weak state of health, unless of the 
most inviting viands. But Charity’s hopes 
were destined to he speedily dispelled. 

“ Well, Chary,” he said, with a smile, 
“ I am glad to see you are in good health, 
and ;that yau enjoy your independent life 
so much! I am pleased with myself for 
having had something to do in it. You 
remember it was I told js>u about that 
letter which my godson squeezed into Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s hand? I knew you would not 
like that; so I told it you on purpose.” 

Charity was much more surprised than 
delighted with this abrupt intimation ; she 
had no idea that Mr. Bagshawe suspected 
there was more than the ordinary con- 
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nciLion of their relationship between herself 
and Midas. 

“ I dfin’t* know what you should J}hilnl£ 1 
had to do witli that, sir?’’ sh& sakl, with a 
strange quivering of hope and fear which 
scarcely pleased IVIr. Bagshawe. 

“ Nonsense !” hfi replied, with his cus- 
tomary enappishnCss. “ Don’t try that 
dodge on me ! I am tqo old a stager. I 
used to see him courting you, in his way, 
on the sly — and so much on the sly, that I 
saw ho was a humbug. I have watched 
him from his childhood : I aiv not ^o be 
deceived : Reside, I am a bilious old wretch, 
and suspect evdl'ybody. I’biade him write 
you that promise, by telling him I had dis- 
covered his s(^rct, and that I should be 
seriously offended if he did not at once show 
that his views were honourable. I don’t 
like flirta|.ions between people? that live in 
the same house. I promised to break the 
matter to his father, too — and I can’t but 
*think, now, — against your kind lover’s will, 
for he never claimed my promise — just the 

VOL. III. c 
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contrary. He was always giving me ijea- 
sons for delay. 1 don’t like long engagc- 
mente-^they *' always end m 'iw'tfiing, or 
worse. oBut,' to tell yovi the truth, I was 
in no hurr) to push the matter on myself. 
I did not think a girl of your kindness and 
generosity of dispositiou could have been 
happy with such a fellew. Still tyou were 
the best judge, I ^thouglit. However, at 
last it exceeded my patience, especially 
when I saw that he was courting another 
woman — that shining piece of gossamer, 
Mrs. Sparl^leton! And now he tells me, 
you never h^d any sincere ihTection for 
himj that it was only for his money — that 
your temper is intolerably bad — that you 
are consumptive, and I don’t know what 
all! — This beats me; I didn’t think you 
were so much after money ! But now, if 
you do' want lus money, and not himself, 

I can put you in a way to get it, and rvill. 
That’s what I came to say P’ 

And Mr. Bagshawe swallowed a second 
glass of sherry with violence. 
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“ I do not want his money, sir,” said 
Charity, quite aghast, And resigning the* 
momentafy.cofliplexion leSt ier by ej;:cite- 
ment. “ I do not want his. money — ^nor 
himself. I have told him so.” , 

“ Don’t keep secrets with me, Char;^ ! I 
appoint myself your legal adviser — your 
attorney— and I c^ii’e a great deal more for 
you than for my godson,” said Mr. Bag- 
shaAve, Avitli warmth. * “ In fact, I have 
despised him from his cradle; he was a 
curmudgeon when a baby. I shall honour 
you if you have the spirit to take 
your reveiiigc! — and if yo.uill Wing ^our 
action against Jiim, 1|11 bp, at all the ex- 
pense of the prosecution, and will wager 
all I possess 3 rou recover seven or eight 
hundred pourfds ! — Don’t answer in a hurry. 
We’ll have some strawberries with our 
wine. It’s a nice, cooling fruit.” 

Charity’s distress of mind at this unex- 
pected proposal was very evident; but 
•she tried to answer calmly. “ 1 do not 
know, sir, why you shotild’come to me with 
c 2 
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such an offer.- I refused three hundred 
pounds, which he offered me himself. I am 
not in /^xvanV of . money — and- itol were 
starving,^! would not take his.” 

“ I hope you are not in want of money 
indepd, or who is to ])ay for our dinner 
and sherry?” said Mr. >Bagsliawe, with a 
guira smile. “ But I didn’t ki\ow you 
were in a condition to refuse eight hundred 
pounds ? Do you really do -such a flourish- 
ing business down below? — I’ll bet any 
money now you don’t have a dinner every 
day? — I don’t say a good one, for that is 
impossible in this idace — but 4>ny dinner 
at all?” 

“ Mr. Bagshawe! — I thought you came 
as a friend, and not to insul! my poverty !” 
said Charity, with tliick-gushihg tears. 

“ And so I do, my dear girl ! But it is 
lit you ‘should jtake some revenge on the 
fellow. Come, you are not altogether made 
of milk. *“ Tou can only reach him through 
his money — he cares for nothing else in ' 
reality. He medns to marry Mrs. Sparkle- 
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ton, if he can get her. Perhaps he can’t, 
but that’s no merit of hi* ; so you owe hin> 
no forb^aranc®. You can’t .lose lyiyjhing, 
because, as I said,. I will be ,at alf the ex- 
pense. I’ll find you lawyers, ^money, and 
everything! or rather money will find you 
everything. It wijl buy everything that is 
worth having in this Avorld!” 

“ Why, sir,” said Charity, with great 
earnestness, entirely neglecting the main 
point, so far as regarded herself in this dis- 
sertation, “ I thought you were very fond 
of him?” 

“ I fond, of him ! — Pho^ how t;ould*I be 
fond of him? J’ll defy hi^ own mother to 
be so! — Chary,” continued Mr. Bagshawe, 
with special vfihemcncc, “ I don’t believe 
you were evei*fond of him yourself. I know 
women always fancy they are in love, if a man 
pays them any little attentic^ — especially 
if he’s the first. But I don’t believe you 
ever cared much for him ! Now-dtd you ?” 

“ I — I don’t care so much for him as I 
did!” said Charity, with ‘hesitation. “I 
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don’t desire or intend ever to see Ij-im 
'again. But that'^is of no consequence to 
any sne^but nSys&If.” 

“ There yeu are mistaken ! You really 
are !” said . Mr. Bagshawe, eagerly. “ I 
don’t mind if I mention, that if ever I cared 
•for Midas at all, it was on your account. 
I jcare for you a very groat deal ! .1 did not 
know how much, until I lost sight of you 
the otlier day, and thought? it might be for 
ever ! I should not even like to die unless 
you Avere somewhere near me ! You have 
such a soft hand and a gentle voice ! I 
want some oncTto close my eyes .gently, and 
to be sorry when I am gone-«-and not to let 
them break my knees to make me a shapely 
corpse !” 

“ Oh,” said Charity, surprised at the 
vehemence with which he spoke, and the 
colour Tn^hich’^fliished his pale complexion, 
“ Oh, why should you talk so ! You look 
less like djung than ever, sir !” 

“ Well, Chary, I do believe — I begin' 
to believe, thaf is^, — after all, my dis- 
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ease of the heart may be only what they 
tel! me it is, a disordeqid digestion!” he, 
replied, ,with increasing «ictgy. “ Above 
all things they recommend ^mc Cheerful 
society — but I can’t find any. Those that- 
pretend to be so are only drunh, or foolish, 
or laughing at soyiething tliat don’t Jfeem 
at all funny to me. I want some one to 
make me a cheerful home. I’ve tried house- 
keepers. The^i don’ff do. They never 
understand what one wants. I want a wife, 
I think ! Midas has behaved to you shame- 
fully — but you won’t bring your tfetion. 
You can’ti^ live on air ! ^ j\.ud — if you’ll 
marry me — yoj^ will have no occasion ! I 
have 17,000/. in the funds — and I’ll marry 
you, if you’ll ntarry me!” 

Mr. BagsliuTve was silent, and as confused 
and agitated as if he had asked leave to eat 
the young girl instead of ^o marry her. 
And ClArity was so utterly amazed that 
she could not believe in the inlasmation of 
her senses, and stared with incredulous 
astonishment at the retired attorney. 
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“ I don’t see, sir,” she faltered out at last, 
‘‘ I don’t see why you should make such a 
joke of me ! 1 doij,’t deserve it !” . 

“ Up« II my life and honour, there is no 
joke at aK in tlie matter!” replied Mr. Bag- 
shawe, I'esuraing energy. “ 1 really am not 
such a hard old stick as people suppose. I 
marked you all along. Chary ; and though 
you were such a quiet, submissive victim, 1 
alr/ays saw that yon liad i,iiind and heart 
far sujierior to your tormentors. But I 
knew I was an old fellow, and I thought you 
would' be happier perhaps with a young one. 
But ?vhich 'Is truepiiis after all? Yes, I 
would have left you my property, if you 
had married Midas: I won’t leave him a 
single shilling as it is!” 

“ Oh, Mr. Bagshawe, I hope you are not in 
earnest! — after feeding him so long with 
expectatipns !’]|^ remonstrated Charity. 

“ Pray, howlofig did he feed yod ? And 
it was on ygur account T fed him,” replied 
Mr. Bagshawe. “Pm quite in earnest, I 
assure you ! He mnie to me this morning 
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and wanted me to lend his father four thou- 
sand pounds — to pay up ^me railway calls,. 
I suppose J5ui I know batter ! I ^old him 
to lend them to h^s father himsel^^r he 
has seven thousand j)ounds of his "own. I 
know that, for I examined the titles of a 
mortgage he lent ijt on. I did it gratis. 
That’s why he employed me. And then he 
had the impudence to tell me he could not, 
as he should be ^t sucll an expense in his 
marriage with this Mrs. Sparkleton — which 
is to come olF directly. Hut I set up my 
back firmly, for I have already lenl the 
alderman ^,.300/. merely ^<in *an I.0.U. 
(tliat bears no interest, jmu’ know.) The 
son don’t know of that — but 1 know that if 
his father luis n:ionfessed to any degree of 
embarrassmeni*to him, there is a great deal 
more under the rose. Then as to his use 
for his own money, I told hipr he. should 
marry a dheaper wife — thai he should have 
kept his word with you. And thecAie abused 
you so that I got out of all patience, and 
told, him plainly he was a ecamp, and that 
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I would not lend his father a farthing while 

'he himself had airj’thing to lend !” 

“ ^hused me?*’ said Charky,,wf|th quick- 

fallin^i^ears., “ What qpuld he say against 

me? Tlie ;j7orst he knows of me is, that I 

had once the folly to love him.” 

“Pooh! you never loved liiiu ; you only 

fancied you did ; and tlje best revenge you 

can take, is to take me!” said Mr. Bag- 
• . 

shawe, with an earnestness whicli did not 
allow Charity any longer to imagine him in 
jest. “ I have seventeen thousand pounds 

tt 

in the funds, besides other little things — 
and 'if you wil] marry me, it ,shall be all 
yours. I’ll settle it all upon you when I 
die; for there is no one in tlie whole world, 
friends and relations all of a lump, I love 
or like but you ! Come — ^sdy the word ! 
I’ll get a licence directly — and that will vex 
him every way !” 

When people that are naturally cold get 
warm, they are almost certain to blaze. 

“ But I do not want to vex him, sir,” said^ 
Charity, equallyvexed and confused. “ I 
do not intend ever to marry any one.” 
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i‘ Don’t talk such nonsense ! You can’t 
intend ’to be a nun or q, dreary old maid!”* 
returned»*Mr. Bagshawe. *“*And hojj are 
you to live? You will soon, get^ tired of 
sewing samplers for bread! It’s all very 
well for amusement. Now, if you’ll marry 
me, I’ll take such » jmetty cottage for you 
— say, qt Dulwich — with a garden and 
evei’ything, and the walks all dose round 
with pretty cockleshells. I’ll never tease 
you to learn French and play the piano. 
You are accomplished enough for me^ and 
I used to like your queer bird-like singing 
when you ’fsere not thinking "any body heard 
you, far better ^lan any o^ their grand fal- 
de-rals of operas. Look here! — I prefer 
you a million^*times to Mrs. Sparkleton! 
It is not every one would say that. And 
you shall have the old lady you keep the 
stall witl^ to live with you. She slTall have 
fifty pounds a year, and live with you like 
a lady. And if you consentT’l'd'on’t want 
*you to bring your action against Midas. 
Let him marry whom *he*pleases — I shall 
fiave the better bargain, if he married 
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Helen of Troy — for I should have a true 
•' and affectionate Ifcart to love lue !” 

Qiarity was Struck dund) wt\ mingled 
pain a!iid admiration • at this generous 
proffer. S^ie had tasted poverty — the offer 
was most advantageous in every worldly 
sense. She Avas without protection — a 
friendless orphan, alipost alone in the 
world. .She had always experienced kind- 
ness and attention 'from M«’. Bagshawe. It 
would certainly be a complete revenge on 
Midas, to marry his godfather, and inherit 

c 

the wealth he had so securely calculated on. 
But^she felt that she could not, ‘be the wife 
of another, conrscientiously j her heart was 
smitten to the core, and the wound had only 
closed on the surface. We are not quite 
. sure that the pale and meagrd aspect of her 
new admirer did not rather assist in form- 
ing her* disinterested resolve. But certain 
we are that she very modestly and grate- 
fully, but-wMi a decision -that Bagshawe 
had never yet observed in her manner,' 
declined the offef. 
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ly^r. Bagsliawe, liowover, was not so much 
discouraged with this iil’st negative as 
Charity qJ:iicctaLl. Slie hSd*so mucl^ re- 
luctance naturally io offend, .or hftrt the 
feelings of any one, that perhajj^ slic made 
her rejoinder too gratefully, too modestly. 
He told her he would give her time to con- 
sider, — to consult hg.' friend, Miss Dishnap, 
“ And be sui*e and tell her tliat you will 
make a home for 4ier as fong as she lives, if 
she takes my side of the question. But 
you may tell her, too, if you like, that if 
you will not marry me, you are worth eight 
hundred poinds any day you dike to eiiter 
your action. Or,^tay, — I’ll gnter it for you ; 
I am out of all patience; I’ll set about it -at 
once.” 

“ You canndt, sir — it will be of no use ; 
1 have surrendered to him all my papers 
and proofs of every sort,” said Oharity, 
sedately. 

“ You have!— ‘you soft-cake7’'_fou! — you 

^but, no ; you are not a fool, because I 

know you will marry nft sbme day ! But 
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how could you he so simple?’ exclairaed^the 
retired attorney. What an excellent case! 
whaj fine damages! cast to^he.wtjids.” 

He^ould have ejaculated much more, 
hut’ as iittje expressive of approhation at , 
her proceedings, if Miss Dislinap, surprised 
at Wr friend’s long dela^, had not made her 
appearance to inquire ^tlie reason. Bag- 
shawe’s .arrival had apparently brought 
some luck, for Miss Dishrap handed over 
to Charity a couple of sovereigns for a lace 
veil she had just sold, apologising for her 
intrusion. Charity could not forbear hold- 
ing them out to Mr. Bagshawe,,.and inquir- 
ing, with a flush of honest pride, whether 
he thought now that she was likely to 
starve ? 

“You owe nearly one of them for our 
dinner; Miss Dishnap, I call you to witness 
she promised, me a treat,” said Bagshawe, 
abruptly clenching Charity’s hand, as if to 
take the oe«s4roni it. “ Miss Dishnap, she 
might have seventeen thousand of these 
things, if she t^ould. I am an attorney, 
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an(i I am going to compromise myself — I 
will tell you how.” 

The (li^iIig-I^oms were flow entirely de- 
serted, save by one* or two attendaiftls, who 
were busied in washing disjjes in the 
scullery. Mr. Bagshawe accordingly found 
himself at liberty .to endeavour to eniist 
Miss Dishnap in hig favour; which he did 
in a very eloquent harangue on, the ad- 
vantages of the» match* he proposed. Al- 
least she listened with the greatest gravity 
and attention ; but with regard to the pro- 
position relating to herself, she declared 
that alth«y;igh she shoulji prefer Miss 
Green’s company to any^jother, she had 
determined never to relinquish an inde- 
pendent positifm. She had suffered too 
much, she safd, Avith a sigh, from listening 
to good advice about the necessity of hav- 
ing a good income to live on^ and? a good 
house to live in, to desire either. This 
gave Charity courage to repfeat her nega- 
'tive; and finally, Mr. Bagshawe went off, 
in high dudgeon appSreiltly, and leaving 
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Charity in some doubt whether he had *liot 
intended to mak^her a wedding j)ortion of 
danmgj^ before lie marrieef her. He even 
paid for .the dinner oiit'bf one of her sove- 
reigns, and* wrapped iii> tlie change lie gave 
hei^ in a bit of paper, with a satirical smile, 
before he retired. It i^ true that Charity 
feiind the wrapper to be a bank-note for 
fifty pottuds; but i^he took care to restore 
it to him by post the same^ evening. 
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CHATPTEK IT. 

Mrs. SPARKLETpN grew daily more and 
more embarrassed in her affairs, perscfnal 
and pecuniary. Even tliosc patient and 
much-enduring animals, tradesmen, began 
to get impyrtunatc. Mrs. Sparlvleton*had 
repeatedly borrowed mon^ to discharge 
her dressmaker’s bill ; but somehow or 
other, sometliifig always came in the 
way, and di^^erted the dedicated sums to 
different uses. A new equipage, a bracelet 
set in some particularly sw<iet” manner, 
a stock of rare plants for her greenhouse — 
anything, almoat, was sufficient to claim 
priority of attention to the claims of mere 
justice or prudence. She* was also very 

" VOL. III. D 
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often generous, in preference to exerciging 
either of. the {fhove virtues; for Mrs. 
SpajsJ^ton put little vakie . oj money, 
excepting when she • wanted it. Any 
begging-letter impostor who could write at 
all affectingly, might almost calculate on a 
sovereign in reply, unless she happened to 
iiorget the applicatioi\ between receiving 
and granting it. But now even her 
milliner — a polished Parisian, quite aware 
of the rudeness of asking to be paid at all — 
wrote her pretty sharp dunning notes, every 
time she ^sent to order a bonnet, or any 
other little n^ssary. 

Mrs. Sparkl^ton also began to feel herself 
entangled in a more dangerous position 
with her friend’s husband, than she had 
speculated upon when she* bommenced the 
divertisement. She had intended (we be- 
lieve) \o amuse herself and vex Lady Fitz- 
hauton, but not to get herself into a scrape — 
not to comliJDmise herself.* More powerful 
passions had, however, come into play, than 
had been at fir^t iAvoked, or than it became 
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a woman of fashion, moving in the best 
society, to feel. It is q|Uite a mistake to 
imagine Jhiit passions perish, in those Jiigh 
splieres, like flames Jn the chill attojfepheres 
above our own. There is a gpod deal of 
human feeling remaining among well-bred 
peoi)le, in spite of e^i^ery effort of education, 
and the frowns of ^society. A light flirta- 
tion and rivalry had deepened into Jove and 
jealousy, and Mjs. Spaf'kleton daily found 
Lord Fitzhauton’s importunities and passion 
become more dangerous, because she her- 
self shared the feelings she had kindled. 

He was ^angerous in another sense *too. 
His haughty jyid self-willed disposition 
made him almost as careless of appearances, 
as Mrs. Sparklefton was studious of them. 
He really hegie*cted his wife indecorously; 
not in the usual way, but so markedly, that 
it is no great wonder the soothing attentions 
of Lord l5eville became quite necessary to 
her comfort. Mrs. Sparkfeton, on the 
eontrary, was obliged repeatedly to remon- 
strate with him on the excess of his polite- 
D 2 
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ness to herself. He haunted her in the 
, Parks ; he was alTiy;a,ys in her Opera-box ; he 
would jlance ,,w.'th nobody^ else she was 
alarmei^to hear that §he was always his 
toast at men j^arties. He was always 
sneering at Midas, and playing at cross 
purposes with him, so^ that the original 
dislike between them had ripened into a 
very passable hatred for an age of white 
waistcoats, which neither^ loves nor hates 
with the good old fervour eulogised by that 
rough old moralist. Dr. Johnson. With 
Lord Deville he had also grown very cold 
and .distant. „ Lady Pitzhauton flattered 
herself — and did everything to confirm the 
notion — that it was because he perceived 
his lordship was dotingly in love with her. 
But Fitzhauton did not belid%*e in that at all. 
A blinder passion persuaded him — and cer- 
tainly Devi|le did what he could to confirm 
the impression' whenever he had an oppor- 
tunity — that, the latter had now applied 
himself in real earnest to win Mrs. Sparkle^ 
ton. It seemed so natural and feasible an 
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alliance, that Fitzhauton could not persuade 
himself there was no feafof its happening, 
cspeciall}^ as Mrs. Sparklefba contiau^ to 
distract the publics attention,, b^^howing 
the viscount marks of what diplcynatists call, 
in their cautious way, the highest considera- 
tion. 

On the other hai^d, the military peer hiyl 
engaged Mrs. Sparkleton in a private corres- 
pondence — which, judiciously managed, soon 
becomes a (secret one. She Avas obliged to 
remonstrate Avith him hot unfrequently on 
his behaviour to her in public, Avhich threat- 
ened to coiUiproraise her. Apd although she 
very virtuously j’efused, at ^ first, to receive 
any private communication from Fitzhauton, 
she could not rclfuse to receive the apologies 
and promises* fie returned to her own little 
complaining billets. It Avas necessary to 
write, because she thought^ slie coaid rate 
him more severely with her pen than with 
her tongue. Her eyes alifrays took her 
Antagonist’s part in a personal controversy, 
and the correspondence bbgan most deco- 
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rously. Mrs. Sparkleton wrote in a grpat 
-(^passion, to tell his^^ordsliip that if he per- 
sisted m leaving *diis wife’s box .ariji coming 
round tellers, the momei?t she appealed, she 
.should be'^Qbliged to give up the theatre 
altogether. The first interchange of ejiistles 
began with ‘‘ My lord,’,’ and “ Dear Mrs. 
Sparkleton;” and, after .passing through all 
proper gradations, landed in “ My dear 
Fitzhauton,” and ^^My deadest Geraldine.” 
Kemonstrance and blame — apologies and 
complaints — had gradually changed into 
passionate entreaties, attractive denials, 
lame'atatioiis against destiny, ydld hopes, 
and despairs, projects, and abandonments 
of the same, promises, plights — and, finally,, 
a confession of mutual and ]:)assionate love? 
which Mrs. Sparkleton, witk" great solem- 
nity, declared must continue hopeless, but 
acknowledged could only cease \yith their 
mutual existence ! 

After this v-vowal, extorted amidst the 
gaiety and intoxication of flowers and” 
music and passion ut a ball where Lady 
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Fitjhauton danced all her partners out, 
including even Viscount BSville, who danced 
so equahljf, that»very rarely indeed AVJ!|g he 
to be fatigued with ihe exercise : a^r this 
avowal, we say, Mrs. Sparkleton fgit the abso- 
lute necessity of shunning farther intercourse 
with the impetuous Jover who had won it 
from her — only sh§ could not prevail oji 
herself to do so. Love and vanity would 
not suffer it, not tto mention jealousy, that 
firmly interposed her veto, representing that 
Lady Fitzhauton might possibly be rein- 
stated, by too much coldness on her rival’s 
part, in all Ijjer rights as a Aiyfe. 

Yet Mrs. Sparkleton was sitting at 
breakfast, on a certain morning towards 
the close of the* season, with a billet from 
Lord Fitzhauton lying unopened on the 
table. Matters of more pressing import 
absorbed her attention. She was ttying to 
make out, the meaning of the Kailway 
Share List, which was operr*in her hand. 
Lawless had only just gone away, in his 
barouche, and he had bdfen Ito show to Mrs. 
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Sparkleton how a sudden and most unpx- 
f’pected decline in'^he price of shares ren- 
dered i1? more tlid'a ever unadyisab^e to sell 
out; wMyJe the aldermaa was in such want 
of ready money to complete his great 
opeption in the grain market, that he 
was obliged to request .her to provide the 
means to meet the first little batch of their 
accommodation-bills. Those were the two 
months’ set, and quite easily met — only 
about fifteen hundred pounds or so. 

In spite of all the smooth plausibility of 
the factotum, and his “ easiest Ihing of a 
hundred,” Mrs» .Sparldeton was exceedingly 
vexed, and very plainly informed him that 
it was quite impossible. She would sign as 
much more paper as he liked, but she really 
could not furnish any more ready money — 
it was quite impossible. No one would lend 

it to her*! She had exhausted all her means 

( 

of borrowing, and was perhaps really in- 
volving herself* in a disagreeable manner ! 
Lawless gave a grim smile ; but with great 
delicacy informed her that, from some inex- 
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pli<»able cause, a degree of distrust had 
come over the money^harlcet, and the 
dealers 'wl)iild iio longer nffgetiate everi the 
most approved bills* Alderman ^fillibull’s 
and her own must be considejed unques- 
tionably in that class, yet he had run over 
the whole city, on the day before, in vain, 
to get money to meet the bills immediately 
due, to spare the necessity of troubling 
her. 

The worthy factotum then suggested 
whether it would not be easy for her to 
borrow a few hundreds of some of her 
fashionablevacquaintances?. jLord DeVille 
was a man of lasge property.. 

“ Why don’t he borrow of his own daugh- 
ter? She musf have money; she is always 
boasting of the immense fortune she brought 
with her!” said Mrs. Sparkleton, impa- 
tiently. “ But do you really^ thkik Ivill put 
myself under an obligation of the kind to a 
man who — ^they tell me — has pretensions 
which I do not encourage?” 

“ Oh, mem ! relations'are the worst people 
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in the world to apply to when you are «in 
difficulties ! And '5 don’t believe the Fitz- 
haut^ns* 01*6 very w^ll off •fchems^ives — so 
very ext^vagant ! — I saw her ladyship this 
morning ih ,the Park with a pair of new 
horses — no, one was a mare — both bloods — 
and she was whipping the off-hand one like 
a Uttle fury ! And do you know what tlie 
groom told me? quite unknown to his lord- 
ship, she has had his fine cimre, which he 
called after you, ma’am, — put in harness. 
It looks as if they were coming down when 
they can’t afford to buy fresh horses when- 
ever 'they want, them — and so ,<the groom 
made the remark, when I was treating him 
at the Bunch of Grapes — for he has put me 
up to a lot of secrets about horses, and 
something for something is' always my 
maxim !” 

“ She "can «afford another very well, Mr. 
Lawless, but she wants to spoil the crea- 
ture’s splendid-action in the saddle! — I’ll 
tell Lord Fitzhauton ! She shall not do it !” * 
said Mrs. Sparkiet 6 n, with a vehemence 
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veifjr unusual in her perfectly ladylike system 
of manners. “ And so, *5006 for all, sir, if . 
she will i5)t«leni her fathef a small •pojtion 
of the large fortune he gilded liei"with so 
thoroughly, I don’t see why I s]jould, — and 
I will not.” 

“ It would look like taking a gift back — 
and what is so fre^ as a gift, ma’am ?” re- 
monstrated the negotiator. “ Besides, it 
wouldn’t be just,* as they are not to share in 
the profits of the speculation — and we ought 
to keep them for the last. Besides, relations 
are of no use, as I said before. There’s his 
own son — ^ mean, Mr. Midas Sullibilll — 
positively refuses to get his money out of a 
mortgage he has, to lend it to his own pa- 
rent — al though *lie must see the necessity — 
at least, he oifg'lit, if he has eyes. He has 
.seven thousand pounds, and won’t lend 
tiiem !” 

“ I would not mind borrowing of him" 
said Mi^. Sparkleton, yet with hesitation. 

** His father could pay him for me.” 

“But he will be sur^ to*want securky,” 
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said Lawless, shaking his head mou,rn- 
» fully. 

“ ,Wg11, I’ll pfomi^ him*' LoHg5.cres — he 
don’t kn^w how it is inwolved,” replied Mrs. 
Sparkletoii. ^ 

“ But he will want the title-deeds in his 
l^ossession — and hlrs. Skinllintz has them, 
hasn’t she?” said Lawless. “lie’s not a 
fellow to.be easily taken in, and gammoned 
with fine words.” » 

“ I have some little influence with him- — 
perhaps he might dispense with such strict- 
ness of legality Avith me,” replied the lady. 
“ I believe he would even be glad to oblige me, 
and I could easily persuade him that my 
title-deeds are at my agent’s in the coun- 
try, and that I only want the money for a 
temporary purpose — which I do, you know. 
Fifteen hundred will do, will it not?” 

“ We diad better make a good dip while 
we are about it — as well be hanged for a 
sheep as for a kmb,” replied the factotum. 
“ Gammon him that the colonel left some' 
sort of a charge bn the property, which you 
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haye an opportunity of buying off advan- 
tageously at this momerrt? You will want at 
least fou]jthous»nd pounds for that. ^But 
it won’t quite do, neither, to sa;^4hat ; it 
will prepossess him against the ^operty, to 
find it has any charges at all upon it. Tell 
him you want to byy the next place to 3; — ■ 
isn’t there some place to sell in the nei^- 
bourhood? I know there must be — in an 
improving plac(i like that, there must be. 
Say you are tired of railways and mean to 
buy land instead, and want four thousand 
pounds to put with five or six of your own 
to make a ^rst-rate solid investment.” * 

Alasppoor IV^idas! — Mrs.,Sparkleton did 
not at all like the. idea of owing anything 
to him ; in fact? though she seemed to assent, 
Lawless .left her in a very unpleasant revery 
indeed, striving, as we have said, to under- 
stand the share list of tlie day. 

In the first place Mrs. Sparkleton felt 
it a grievance to be obligcd*to think at all. 
•She was not accustomed to the process, and 
it wearied her. “ It is rSally very odd to 
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have so much that one can’t get anytliiivg,” 

, she mused. “ Arid what a shame it is one 
can’t cj^en bCi.i^ained inteJligibljf! What 
am I tew understand bjt learning that the 
Middle Inu^le were ‘ done as low yesterday 
as 143J?’ However, it is pretty plain it 
me^s, that one is not ^worth so much as 
one was the day before.”, 

She then bethought -herself, and with 
little satisfaction, tliat if things continued 
to go wrong in her speculations, she might, 
after all, he forced to marry Midas Gulli- 
bull! How else could she pay her debts? 
She, whose chief quarrel with .Titzhauton 
was that he had married fon moneyf might 
very^ possibly do exactly the same thing! 
But her eye wandered at th^moment to the 
table, and she threw down the newspaper 
to take up the billet. 

It Avas- excff'edingly well written. Passion 
inspires even dull persons, and Lord Fitz- 
hauton was not- of that numerous classifi- 
cation in the genus homo. It complained’ 
very bitterly of "her recent severity and 
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reserve to him; declared that she was 
utterly mistaken in bw opinion of his 
motives, •but tlip.t she gave, him no ogpor- 
tunity to express tjje purity of the passion 
which had taken entire possessi^ of all his 
thoughts and faculties! Would she but 
grant him a few moments of private inter- 
view to utter the emotions of his heart in 
• • 

some spot where impertinent misponstruc- 
tion could not iittend ©"h the most innocent 
actions — he should be able to convince her 
how groundless were her fears — ^how undue 
her reproaches. 

A thouglit came into Mrp. S'parkleton’s 
head as she dried the teajs which unde- 
niably glistened in her eyes over this epistle, 
coupling its moving contents with her ap- 
prehensions ot* being compelled to seek a 
husband in Midas — which brought the colour 
to her brow, although alone. .This, is alone 
sufficient to refute the notion that women 
only blush in company, to. brighten their 
complexions. Then she thought the safest 
way to escape from her perplexities would 
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be to go abroad. But how could ^slie 
manage that witi^^out a supply of money; 
and hqr affairs jvere involyed iu«a mass of 
accounts and railway transactions of which 
•only Aldfe'i.'man Gullibull and his factotum 
possessed the key. Of a sudden it occurred 
to*^ her that she would^ go and consult the 
great man himself as to the most lesisible 
means of extrication. Tlieii she would sell 

r 

off — then she would go to^ the continent — 
then she would be at peace — but here she 
suddenly recollected a sneer Avhich Lady 
Fitzhauton had ventured to pass upon her 
head'dresS a short time before. 

Yes, Lady 'Fitzhauton had dared, to make 
what she called “a good cut” at Mrs. 
Sparkleton, as she had leariied from Mrs. 
Clackmannan, who learned lit from Mrs. 
Brahazon’s own lips, who heard it with lier 
own eqrs ! “ Look at Mrs. Sparkleton’s 

scarlet head-di^ss! — as if men Svere like 
turkey-cocks, qnd flew at that colour !” 

At this moment there was a rap at the 
door. A sinsrle^and decisive one. but not a 
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posUnan’s. Already Mrs. Sparkleton had 
learned to dread the rltp of a dun, and 
she start<^ not withoutT a caus^! # In 
contravention to orders expressly given, 
and not usually disobeyed by Jeinmes de 
chamhre of discretion, Mademoiselle Floriye 
introduced to her mistress’s presence, with- 
out waiting permission, Madame Millefleurs^ 
a celebrated modiste. A ^strange sign, that, 
when servants who are well bred, so far 
violate propriety as to let a creditor in ' 
Madame Millcfleurs was naturally a 
woman of the most polite and agreeable 
manners, — eijen too polite and. Joo agreeable. 
These accomplishinents she gM’ried to what 
would have been styled cringing and flattery 
by uneducated people. But something had 
coiTui)ted her bon naturcl — liad soured the 
sweetness of her temper. Her bussel tossed 
ai»out her ^liko a balloon in ajjllssiofi; her 
dissipated, worn French face, usually all- 
beaming with amiable smiles* was now all 
cflrdled with frowns that reversed the ad- 
jective. 
toL. m. 


£ 
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“ Madame, exeme:~nioi! I feel mr'self 
maltraitie! I arrive — never am I per- 
mitted to enter, * Madame !* Wha,li for is the 
reason? I inform her J bring a new pattern 

•it) 

for Madam e’s inspection. I have none ! — 
But I bring my leetle heel, and she — I insist 
— I imeest — she shall pay it ! I will wait 
no more !”> 

“ What do I owe you?” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, passionately. “ I will pay it this 
instant ; but you shall never liave a single 
shilling again from me ; and I will tell all 
the women of my acquaintance how shame- 
fully you have behaved to me !” 

“ Ah, I tell, you, you would ruin your- 
self, Madame Millefleurs ! I tell you, you 
will lose de great marriage* bill ; but you do 
not listen to me !” exclaime'd Florine, dry- 
ing her eyes, though not at all wet, in her 
little ihuslhi ajron. 

“ But, madame ! — I am owed so much I 
cannot pay,” Said the modiste, visibly sur- 
prised and cooling down. “ Behold ! — ten 
hundred and one* twenty and two pound! 
How am I to pay if nobody pay me?” 
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“J)on’t pay! — of course you can’t, till 
you get money,” saidTMrs. Sparkleton. 
“ Every (Jia knaws I am get mailed 
soon to a very rich* man, I believe; can’t 
you wait till then?” 

“ Twenty millions francs ! Ah, you can- 
not believe! — II n’y,a rien de si incroyable 
que la verite !” exclaimed Florine. 

“ I know dat ! But how can d wait ! 
Let Madame mar»y ! What for she do not 
marry?” returned Millefleurs. “ I say I 
will not wait any more! What for?^ Is 
dere too much in my beel? I will have my 
money !” 

“ So you shalj, so you ought — ^but not 
directly,” said Mrs. Sparkleton. “ I really 
can’t, and that’s'the end of the matter — so 
don’t bore me, *but leave the house.” 

Mrs. Sparkleton was in a passion, had 
started up^ and in her gesture ^ command 
looked a duke’s granddaughter every inch. 
But she did not imagine herself to have so 
^stinguished an audience as she certainly- 
had — in the person orL5rd Fitzhauton, 
E 2 
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who had glided quietly into the room. < Of 
late he had oftefi entered without being 
forijjaKy announced — one^of tlw^ privileges 
of intimate friendship.* Still less did Mrs. 
Sparkletoru.calculate on Madame Millcfleurs’ 
repartee — ^which consisted in the produc- 
tion of a legal-looking* piece of parchment, 
properly signed and attested. 

“ Den look — see ! One copie of one writ ! 
— Madame pays or she goes to prison ! — 
You are testimony, Mademoiselle Florine !” 

Mrs. Sparkleton turned extremely pale, 
but was almost unconsciously extending her 
haild to taka the fatal doev^ment, when 
Lord Fitzhautpn interposed. “ What the 
devil’s the row here ?” he said, snatching it 
a^vay, and with eyes that' brightened sud- 
denly from anger to laughing recognition, 
as he encountered those of Madame Mille- 
fleurs, ‘ he'' added, “What, ]\|adame la 
Franche! my old Parisian acquaintance! 
Comment vou$"portez vous, ma chere ?” 

“ A meneille ! but I am not Madame la 
Franche; I am Madame Millefleurs, mo- 
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clisti, de grande modiste, Madame Mille- 
fleurs!” 

“Nay, ioftie, sure you are* your- 

self ! — you kept a n^gasin in the^ Eue de 
Eivoli! It has exploded, I suppose?’ ex- 
claimed Lord Fitzhauton, laughing out- 
right. 

“ No, milor, I am no ! — I assure you on 
my honneur!" said Madame MiHefleurs, 
with vehemence. 

“ Your honneur ! — What next?” said 
Fitzhauton. “ But you ought to Ijnow 
best, and since you have cut the .acquaint- 
ance with Madame'La Frane^e, I have’ no 
objection to do S9 !” 

“• Ah, milor, I beseech you ; consider, 
what shall I c|p? In dis country, what 
can I do without a character? Do not 
confound me with Madame La Franohe, 
who I nener know at all in.mf'own coun- 
try!” 

“ Well, I am mistaken, I'suppose,” said 
his lordship, good - humouredly. “ But 
what’s this stuff? — What, have you had 
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the confounded impudence to serve a bopy 
of a writ on Mrs. Sparkleton And he 
tone it into a itiousand jfKces. * 

^^It's^only for a fSw hundred pounds, 
which I did not at this moment happen to 
h^ve in readiness, dear Fitzhauton!” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, with fin inexpressible sense 
©f relief and protection? And never, indeed, 
had Fitzhauton been so dear to her as at 
this moment. 

‘‘ But I demand it now not at all ! — I 
would not oiBFend Madame for all de world 
exclaimed the penitent modiste. 

“ If you wfanted money, Geraldine, dear- 
est, why did yon not apply to me?” said 
Lord Fitzhauton, in a tone of tender re- 
proach. “ I shall have s^me money in a 
few days — where is the bill? — I’ll i>ay it. 
Suffer me to do so as a great favour 
— you caVt ^ tell how you will oblige 
me! Let her have her account in readi- 
ness next Thursday, and you and I will 

meet at her house to examine the items 

* *# 

and discharge it. My word will do, mean- 
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wh^e, won’t it, Millefleifrs — since that is 
your name at present?”^ • 

Mrs. Sparkle^jgn coloiiue^ deeply, but 
after a moment’s papse, nodded assent, and 
the delighted modiste curtsied#aimost to 
the ground. Then uttering a thousand 
protests against any possible suppositlbn 
that she had ever dreamed of offending 
Madame, she suffered herself to be, escorted 
out by Florine. , * 

In spite of the service he had so recently 
rendered. Lord Fitzhauton had then the mor- 
tification to discover that he had ofiended 
Mrs. Sparl^leton mortally! , Shfi declared 
she would not receive the loan of a single 
shilling, for any purpose, ‘from him ; that 
she would not meet him at Madame Mille- 
fleurs for any ’purpose on earth; that she 
would send instant orders to her agent’s to 
“ sell out her stock,” at whatjjyer sacrifice, 
and go abroad ! She said Hie was the most 
insulted of women, and wept very bitterly. 
•Lord Fitzhauton, on his part, went into a 
passion on the integrily jmd purity of his 



56 


THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS : 


motives — I’epelled insinuations with indig- 
nation, until, lin'aily, they had a really 
vehenrent quam jl, which ^^oncluded with a 
mutual and irrevocablcrdetermination never 
to meet ag.:in, except in society — and in his 
lordship^s abrupt departure. 
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CHAPTER III. 


We do not exactly know why Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton ordered her carriage in about an hour 
after this final interview, to proceed to 
Fitzhauton house. Perhaps she^ believed 
what his lordship assured lier jji a passion he 
would do, when, they parted-.— “ He would 
go home and make friends with his stupid 
wife ! — anything rather than be made such 
cruel sport oP by a woman who evidently 
delighted in his misery !” 

But Fj^zhauton had not^ d«fte aflything 
^0 rash as this. Mrs. Sparkleton found her 
ladyship quite alone, and really quite de- 
lighted and eager to see her ! Of late, this 
was not by any means fhe*rule, and Mrs. 
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Sparkleton liad securely calculated thait if 
alone, her ladyship' would not be at home, 
to he)\ But home ^ wa6,*and, with 
considerable unwillingness, Mrs. Sparkleton 
mounted a tke-a-Ute. 

Lady Fitzhautou’s eyes were sparkling 
with as much triumph ,and malice as if she 
had just achieved somq great result. She 
received Mrs. Sparkleton with the utmost 
cordiality, for she imagined she had it now 
in her power to wound the feelings and 
vanity of her visitor pretty severely. 

“ I want your advice, dear Mrs. Sparkle- 
# 

ton"; indeed, ,ijt concerns youryelf in some 
degree; for, .although yoji will not have 
Lord Deville, I think it very affronting to 
you that he still pretendi to court you,” 
she said, taking a letter from under a 
handkerchief, where it had been a little 
hastily* thrown. “ He was no^ at your 
The dansantj was he, last night?” 

“ There was such a mob, that I scai’cely 
recollect — yes, I think he was,” replied 
Mrs. Sparkleton, ■vVith excessive unconcern. 
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He covld not be ! fie promised me, — 
I mean, he told me — he would not !” replied 
Lady Fifghauton^ warmly.** “ That* ig, he 
said he should not* have time, though you 
sent him so kind an invitation, ftle lunched 
with me yesterday. And what do jou 
think? I never in ‘the least suspected it — 
but the poor foolish man has actually fallfin 
in love with me !” 

“ With you !-»-Why, my dear soul, it is 
quite impossible ; you are a married woman, 
and must not misunderstand people so 
strangely,” said Mrs. SparkletoUj amazed at 
this revelation. “ Really, .you will make 
yourself quite •ridiculous you take the 
light persiflage of society in such serious 
lights.” 

“ Oh, I understand persiflage as well as 
anybody else — I hear quite enough of that — 
men making fun of womqn, 'Hy pfetending 
to be in love with them,” replied Lady 
Fitzhauton, with a most provokingly con-, 
temptuous expression. “ Fitzhauton him- 
self often makes fools ol* women in that way, 



60 


THE gOld-worshippees : 


to vex me — but I am not vexed at all ! 
Look at this letter— only you must promise 
me Ijo keei") it an eternal sroret - 

“Letter! has he committed himself to 
black and vJ'iiite?’’ thought Mrs. Sparkleton, 
with much surprise, as she took an epistle 
from Lady Fitzhautoiiv With increasing 
aipazement, she recognised Deville’s hand- 
writing, though a pretty good effort had 
been made to disguise it, and it Avas without 
signature. 

“ Nothing — I own it, dearest perfection 1” 
— read Mrs. Sparkleton, “ nothing but the 
extreme violence of my passion e^uld excuse 
the rash avowal I have dared to make ! But 
are you not neglected — despised — probably 
betrayed ? Who can see so sweet a flower 
thrown aside, and not stoop to put it in his 
bosom? And is a love so pure, so fervent, 
to be aband^ed to a perpetual .despair? 
Are we bound to keep faith so merciless to 
the faithless? Faithless I believe Mm to 
be — you will Icnow who I mean. And yet 
after so much that 1 know — so much more 



61 


OK, THE DATS WE tlVE IN. 

th^ I suspect — you thirfe it possible — you 
accuse me of a wish to^lain the hand of a 
woman whose heart is conttsminated* by an 
impure affection for the husband of another? 
You will linow to whom I allude^or rather 
a woman who has no heart, but who employs 
all the artifices of n shameless coquetry to 
win one which shoi\Jd never be hers, and js 
besides not worth the having ! 

“ Pardon me if I si)eak bitter truths. I 
imidore your pardon ! Let me purchase it 
with the silent devotion of my life ! If you 
need revenge, look in my heart ! — you will 
ask no inoi;*^. But let me hq^e you will not 
I’efuse' — as in g. moment o£ anger you so 
cruelly threatened — to accompany the un- 
worthy man wlfo possesses you to my break- 
fast on Saturday! I do assure you, my 
strawberries are the finest tliis year ever 
seen, an^ you will witness a «ltttle*fcte, in 
the French style, wLich will possess some 
charm of novelty to you. fei secret, dearest 
one, and with every mark of open homage 
which prudence will permit me to bestow, 
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you shall be the qi:een of the gala, as you 
axe of the heart oi‘ Lim who pens these lines, 
inspired by it.’^ 

"V^e do not know that there was ever any 
woman wh<j. felt more particularly insulted 
and exasperated than Mrs. Sparkleton was 
by the contents of this letter. But she took 
care not to let her antagonist perceive it, 
though lyith some difficulty. 

“ Why, surely some one, has copied this 
thing out of an antiquated novel! — you 
don’t really mean to say, Lady Fitzhauton, 
that you received this letter, by a modern 
postman?’' shq exclaimed. „ 

“ Half-an-hour ago I — Don’t you know the 
handwriting?” replied her ladyship. 

“ No, nor can I even guess at it.” 

“ You must know; it is Lord Deville’s,” 
said Lady Fitzhauton, triumphantly. “ No- 
body but hcvjjpuld write to me abj)ut what 
he mentions, for he does .offend me i>y 
making love to . me. And I mean to tell 
Fitzhauton, that he may perceive I am not 
so unnoticeable ' a person as he seems to 
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thisk I am — and, besid^, I want to know 
what woman is after Kiin, for I will expose 
her everywhere, for a wretcik as she is !” 

By what admirable management did 
Mrs. Sparkleton keep both her |buntenance 
and her temper at these words? Only the 
most finished education could have enabSd 
her to do so. Lady Fitzhauton would 
have been almost at fisticuffs in a similar 
position. 

“ Oh, I suppose she will not care for 
that, if she is a woman of a certain cha- 
racter — a7id of course nobody else would 
encourage Ijie attentions of a^^arried man,” 
she said. “ B^t I I’eally dogn’t advise you 
to do it. You are far more likely to 
force Lord Fitzhauton wholly into the power 
of the person — whoever she is — than to 
recal him to yourself, by violence ! If she is 
a womai^ of spirit, you will oitly make her 
desperate. And, then, Lord Fitzhauton 
will be sure to suspect ^that something 
*rather out of the usual way must have 
passed between you add Deville before he 
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would address yW thus ? Unjustly, ' of 
course; hut still nlen that do these things 
themsftlves, kno^v how they are dbne.” 

“ Well, how are they done?” said Lady 
Fitzhautony colouring deeply. 

“ How should I know? — But not alto- 
ge*fher by letter,” replied Mrs. Sparkleton. 
“ Yet almost everybody would conclude 
from this that the affair between you is of 
long standing — and that you must often 
have pardoned indiscretions — ^long listened 
to solicitations — which married women of 
rank and character don’t! Besides, Lord 
Fitzhauton wojild be sure to challenge him, 
if he believed, in Deville’s nonsense, which 
I don’t — and how absurd it would be for 
you to be the cause of an aflllir which might 
end unpleasantly !” 

“ I don’t care — I will find out — who the 
woman is !” jjeplied Lady Fitzhauton, with 
vehemence. “ Can you imagine who it can 
be, Mrs. Sparkleton? Do tell me, for I am 
determined to know !” 

“ He flirts with ' so many women, that 
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lioiv* in the world — M ^ord Deville will 
know best, if he really wrote that letter,” 
returned lifs. S])arkleton;**and we fan 
scarcely record with “certainty whether she 
was more alarmed or cxaspera^d at the 
cross-examination to which she was ^^1^- 
jected. “ You can Inrrdly expect Lord Fitz- 
liauton will be so communicative, but” — 

On that little word th^ door opened, and 
in entered the ilt-timcd viscount himself! 
with all his usual tranquil elegance of 
manner, excepting that he did sho-jr a 
momentary surprise when his gls.nce fell 
upon the twc%ladics reading tkp epistle. 

“ Look here, my lord !” oxtlaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, — but luckily not quite yielding 
to the passion of ^idignation that filled her — 
“ Lady Fitzhautoii has received quite a 
valentine this morning, and we cannot make 
out from whom it comes. C^n*/ou?'’ 

Lord Deville very slightly changed 
colour, as he took the letter.” But he lead 
it to himself with a deliberate gravity, which 
strongly contrasted with the eager, angry 
,VOL. III. E 
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visages of the t/fp, ladies — especially Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s ! — What passions gleamed he- 
neath its outward calm! Lady^Fitzhauton 
looked rather remorsdiil and struck, as if 
she had dW an unhandsome thing (and so 
§he had) to her devoted admirer, 

“ Very passionate, indeed! — No, madam, 
I cannot even imagine who could send such 
a letter' to Mrs. Sparkleton,” he said, after 
finishing the perusal, andiianding it, with a 
graceful bow and smile, to that lady. 

“.It did not come to Mrs. Sparkleton — 
it came, to me!” said Lady Fitzhauton, 
with asperity.* “ Why must everything go 
to Mrs. Sparkleton? Now confess the truth. 
Lord Deville, did you not write it yourself?” 

“ I, madam ! On such a. subject, I should 
think, I could express myself, I was going 
to say, better — but I mean, not exactly in 
this way-^'an^ I always sign «my name 
when I write,” replied the viscount, exces- 
sively amazed "and embarrassed, in secret. 
“ But, good heavens ! is it possible. Lady 
Fitzhauton, that you should imagine I 
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wouTd join in a conspjr^sy against 'you? 
For the only rational conclusion I can come 
to on this lefter, is, that some wretch wl»m 
you have treated with deserved contempt, 
has written it to you, intending that it 
should fall into your husband’s hands, and 
furnish him with a pretext for the neglect 
with which, I am serry to say, everybody 
remarks he treats you. •Perhaps eVen the 
female herself, alfhded to in this note, has 
done it ! ” 

No, we should never accomplish it,, and 
therefore we relinquish all attemgt to de- 
scribe Mrs. Sparkleton’s sensations on hear- 
ing these words4 Wonder^ I’age, admira- 
tion of the brilliant diplomatic talent dis- 
played — indignation at the insinuations 
conveyed — all at work together in her 
soul ! 

But tl»3 vain and by ijo “means very 
penetrating peeress fell easily into the trick. 
“^Do you really think it is sd? Oh, what a 
wretch, what a fiend, the woman must be ! 
But how do you know there is a woman? 

F 2 
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Only let me kno^ that!. Only let me kliow 
thatP' 

‘fi‘ I am not'* sufficiently acquainted with 
Lord Fitzhauton’s affairs to form even a 
conjecture, V said Deville, very much agi- 
tated within, hut very calm Avitliout. 

“ The idea is really io wicked that I can- 
Eot believe it is anything but a fancy of 
Lord Iteville’s,” sa,id Tffrs. Sparkleton, dart- 
ing a look at him, whicJi lie njipreciated. 
“I believe these anonymous letters are 
almoft always lies, and founded on lies, 
invented by cowardly slanderers, who have 
only the heacjc without the hes^fts of assas- 
sins! I advise you to fake no further 
notice of the matter. Lady Fitzhauton — 
unless you know somebody Jhat was to give 
you a breakfast and strawberries next 
Saturday 1 ” 

“ My patL'ties are pretty extensively heard 
of — my breakfasts, you knmv, are quite 
renowned — the' villain must be an ingenious 
fellow to authenticate his falsehoods, in 
some degree, with a remarkable circum- 
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stance,” said Deville; “ I give a breakfast 
next Saturday — but I am not sure that the 
invitation^.afe issued yet.” 

“None has reached me, however,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, drily. 

“Let me supply the omission then — 
if omission it may be called,” replied 
Deville. 

“ I am afraid it is a little too late. I 
have some tliougliis of going to Paris for a 
short time,” said Mrs. Si)arkleton. “ And 
that puts me in mind,' I hdve a commission 
to execute for a friend there, so I must run 
away even fsom such ‘ goodly rfompanie!’ ” 

And lightly aiy;! playfully ^ia manner, but 
with a bitterness of resentment quite under- 
stood by its ol)Joct, Mrs. Sparkleton pro- 
ceeded on her Ihorning calls. 

Deville was exceedingly alarmed. He 
knew that^lie had not deceived M*s. Sparkle- 
ton by his explanation, and that her leav- 
ing him alone Avith Lady -Fitzhauton, to 
discourse on the topic, was a direct defiance 
which meant mischief. At ‘the same time 
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he feared that, /although mystified, Lady 
ritzhauton would not in reality be per- 
suaded he was not the author the anony- 
mous letter. < 

Her first words after Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
departure sufficiently revealed this fact. 

know very well rou wrote it, Lord 
Deville ! and I insist op knowing who this 
woman js! Is it Mrs. Sparkleton? What 
right have you to take, away a person’s 
character — if it is not — ^for I shall be obliged 
to tell my brother, and prevent him from 
marrying her ! ” 

“ But, my. dear Lady Fitzhauton, how 
could you be^so extraordiparily imprudent 
as to show that letter to any one — above 
aH, to Mrs. Sparkleton?” ■ 

“ I wanted her to see what people 
thought of her behind her back : I wanted 
her to k;noT7„that she is not eveig^body ! — 
And I will let Fitzhauton see it, that I may 
find out whether you have been telling me 
the truth or not, or only trying to set me 
against him.” 
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“•Pray don’t do that I-j-your own obser- 
vation might alone coUvuice you; but if 
you will gwei me a little tim*r— for heaven’s 
sake, Lady Fitzhauten, consider what you 
are about !” exclaimed Deville, ^ceedingly 
alarmed. 

“I will, and I ^o! and if you dont 
prove it to me, as sure as my name is Ann 
Gullibull — no, I mean Fitzhauton— I will 
tell my husband ijhat you say — I will show 
him the letter!” returned the headstrong 
countess. 

“ But what would you, then? "Why 
would you give yourself so mucll pain?” 
said the viscounty infinitely perplexed. “ If 
indeed you would take a rational revenge 
— such a revenge as women of sense in 
general take— *I have no doubt I could 
convince you — I don’t say of their guilt — 
but cert^ly, that it is rathey psudence 
than virtue, or love for ybu, that keeps 
them innocent.” 

“ Now, if you will. Lord Deville ! — if you 
only will, Lord Devilled— ^But if you do 
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not, I declare, all that’s good, I >cwill 
show this letter to Lord Fitzhauton !” 

‘"You shalh be satisfied. *But, mean- 
while, say that you do not hate me ! Ke- 
peat the assurance which your dear lij)s 
gave me a few days ago, tliat if you had 
fibt been wedded to ^another. At your 
feet I implore the repetition of those ex- 
quisite words, a music almost too flatteringly 
sweet for human sense , 

And with honied blandishments like 
these, working crhe irritated mind of 
Lady Fitzhauton, the viscount at last ma- 
naged to extort a confession frpin her, that 
if slie could only once believe her husband 
really could prefer another to her, she knew, 
— she was sure, she should greatly prefer — 
the kneeling adorer at her foet. In short, 
Deville had reason to believe, that if he 
could jiaan,^gc to soothe Mrs. Sparkle ton’s 
displeasure, and give her a little longer 
time and opiiortenity to compromise her- 
self, and excite Lady Fitzhauton’s jealousy 
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to a little higher pitch, Jie should at last 
attain the goal of his own schemes. 

The viscount stayed to take lunch* with 
Lord Fitzhauton, wjio happened to come 
home very shortly after, and the^ proceeded 
on his enterprise to Mrs. Sparkleton’s. 
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CHAPTER IV. 


Lord Heville Avas quite aware that he had 
a difficult task before hjm; but so much 
depended on its skilful execution that he 
bent every energy- wJ' 'succeed. The impu- 
dence of a visit from him was in itself so 
unexpected, tjiat Mrs. Sparklet, on had not 
even given orders to deny him admission. 
She had barely time to withdraw from the 
library, to which visitors Were usually in- 
troduced, on observing him enter, from the 
window. 

“ I see Lhave disturbed Mrs. ^arkleton 
— say, I merely wish to speak with her for 
a single instant, ’’-"said his lordship, quietly 
seating himself at the table which she had 
just left. 
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Mrs. Sparkleton had been writing a note. 
Some blotting-paper remained on the open 
desk, and some chance oi^ther DervdJJe’s 
eye rested upon it. ‘It was not the coarse 
mercantile red, but fine whii|i blotting- 
paper, delicate as the hands that applied 
it — but not by any* means so trustworthy 
as its dark-hued relatives. Instead of thje 
confused blotches and (;haotic letttring of 
its vulgar namesake, the aristocratic blot- 
ting-paper in question took off a very clear 
fac-siniile of whatev^F‘"W^as applied to. 
Lord Deville read at a glance, and very 
distinctly, a*^direction to Lord Fitzhauton, 
not at his own l^puse, but at^his club, though 
in reversed characters ! lie could not resist 
the impulse, aifd raised the paper to the 
light. In a ifloment or two he had. read 
what satisfied him that it was a document 
worth prtserving; and with that iirtent he 
quietly transferred it to his pocket-book. 

Mrs. Sparkleton had nf^towhile recovered 
her temper, or at least her manners, for she 
entered quite in her usu^ way, about a 
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moment too late. Even Deville was £isto- 
* * 

nisbed at her admirable self-possession. “ I 
saijr you so shortly ago, that J' feel quite 
a curiosity to know what I owe this addi- 
tional pleas ure to?” she said, smilingly. 

Deville, it seemed, had called from a very 
kind motive. It was t.) put Mrs. Sparkle- 
Ijon on her guard against one of the most 
extraordinary misconstructions he had ever 
heard of! After her dep'irture from Fitz- 
hauton house 'he had learned, with the 
utmost astonisiiijfffent'j"that her ladyship was 
possessed with a violent suspicion, Mrs. 

4 

Sparkletori hprself was the r^val against 
whom ths anonymous writer warned her ! 

“ I leave you to judge of my surprise! 
I was never more startled ''and amazed in 
my life,” observed his lordshiji. “ It must 
unavoidably be that your little flirtation in 
Paris has come to Lady Fitzhautnn’s ears. 
Let me request you to do nothing, however 
innocent, that rE.Jy give countenanqe to the 
invention,” 

“Is it possible!— And had she the inso- 
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lencfe to say sucli things to my very face?’ 
said Mrs. Sparldeton, with warmth; and 
Lord DeviT|p» continued to reiterate all |he 
possible provoking things he had either 
heard or could invent, as having been ut- 
tered by the jealous wife. He succeeded 
admirably in his main object. 

‘‘ Lord Dcville! if you believe me, I will 
not alter my conduct — ipy manneiv of be- 
having to Lord iltzhautoii — to please all 
the jealous fools in England ! I do nothing 
that is wrong (here ^ie^K?5^^red a little), 
and I will not take tlie slightest trouble to 
remove — in fact, it would be l^ie very way 
to confirm — the ^ibsurd fancier of that very 
foolish person. You know what a respect 
I have for youf opinion, (here they both 
smiled) and dcftell me whether you think 
I am not riglit in relinquishing an intention 
I had for^ied half an hour ago. cf spending 
the autumn in Paris or Dresden?’ 

‘‘ Don’t even mention my dear Mrs. 
^arkleton ! — some report would be sure to 
be raised immediately which would give 
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your friends the greatest pain — 4 ue bej^ond 
all,’* said Lord Deville, veritably alarmed 
at rthe idea. Lady Fitzhauton will be 
certain to say that sherirightened you off — 
and societj/jLwill sustain an irretrievable loss. 
London society, I mean, — of course, Paris 
or Dresden would gain»infinitely !” 

, This matter satisfactorily arranged, and 
leavingpMrs. Sparkleton quite in the humour 
to do all in her power to <fldd to, instead of 
diminishing the jealous sentiments of Lady 
Fitzhauton, De vTlife’ retired to his own house. 
There he examined the blotting-paper at 
more leisure, -and distinctly nxide out the 
following wor4s, after tw<? hours of assi- 
duous labour, assisted by the flame of a 
naphtha lamp : — 

“ Lady Fitzhauton’s extrabrdinary beha- 
viour .... to concert measures ... I will 
meet you,'*' according to the appointment 
about settling . . . horrid woman ... ac- 
count ... at Mid .... (and one hour’s 
toil was well bestowed in clearly decipher- 
ing the name) at Madame Millefleurs, at 
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five o’clock, on Thursday, the 7th, when I 
am to be there to see some things from 
Paris. We oflght not .... meet again 
and, after that, I am firmly determined to 
break off all correspondence witlf your wife, 
and consequently . . . .” The rest was & 
crossed and blotted that it was only possible 
to make out a chance word here and thera. 
Enough, however, remained to convhice the 
anxious inquisito# that as yet the parties 
were clear of actual guilt, aud,Jj^^'otf‘that 
whatever were the true motives of, this 
secret interview, they were varnished over 
with a very "fair pretext of harmless busi- 
ness. There we*e expressiops* of gratitude 
for the kind assistance proffered by Fitz- 
hauton — a statejpent of the enormous locked- 
up wealth the ‘writer possessed in shares, 
which rather astonished the viscount — and 
assurance? of almost immediate ^•epS.yment 
— which left it doubtful;^ even to Deville 
hjmself, whether the appointment was not 
really and exclusively on business. Only he 
knew the character of the man-, and had a 
very ill opinion of all women. 
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But did this disgoverj altogether please 
hhh ? Deville was himself surprised to ind 
what 'emotion/ of envy and hatred roused 
themselves in his soulj as he speculated on 
the degree (f success Fitzhauton had achieved 
^vith the brilliant widow. We certainly 
think he would have felt but little less if his 
dangling after Mrs. Spai'kleton had been a 
sincere '■and vehen^ent courtship! In fact, 
he began to suspect that he liked her more 
than ’he lui.d imagined. Some feeling more 
than, usually ^on^'mu'st certainly have 

animated the cautious viscount in the course 

# 

of policy he adopted. 

In th^first* place, he managed, by dint of 
erasures and cross writing, to render it im- 
possible to decipher such pfu'ts of the note 
as were not necessary to produce the im- 
pression that a regular assignation was 
granted, of to leave it doubtful whether, if 
so, it was the first, or one of a series. 

His lordship then despatched an apology 
to a house where he had promised to dine, 
and took a leisurely stroll towards Madame 
Millefleur’s establishment. That eminert 
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umar^liande de inodes^ as she delighted to call 
herself, resided in a bouse large enough for 
a nobIeman*with a great retinfte, in a square 
wliich had only lately descended to admit 
the shadow of trade within its |ristocratic 
limits. Nothing but a vast brass plate on 
the door, and an opon hall attended by a 
porter in livery, ani^ounced that the man- 
sion in question belonged ^to a milliner. Ma- 
dame Millefleurs herself and her husband 
lived in great state and luxuij on tiieaBWBB^ 
floor; the middle rooms ■‘dispiuy^h ^ 
suite, the most delicate and ingenious ‘pro- 
ductions of hgr art, and the various personal 
adornments in •vjhich she de^ilt. ^ Above 
these toiled, night and day, in dense and 
suffering throngs^* the hapless young women 
dedicated to the^ production of these articles 
of refined habiliment. 

Lord D%ville made some inquiries in the 
neighbourhood, and ascertained that Madame 
Millefleurs was a most respectable woman — 
w&ch means that no coroner had as yet 
returned a verdict againsf hhr, though her 

VOL. III. G 
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yonng people had a great trick of dyings 
imd that she paid her butcher’s and baka*’s 
bi^s pretty refgularly. But he 'had formed 
a theory of his own-r-that she must be a 
woman of (p,n obliging disposition, though of 
course not professionally so. Whatever 
Mrs. Sparkleton had .done or meant to do, 
she was a woman w)iom Deville himself 
acknowledged wa§ incapable of doing any- 
thing wrong, in a flagrant manner, or with 
it ulara* understanding and determination of 
doing it. iir* itEb't, the blotting-paper 
repeatedly declared that she only granted 
this interviejy to convince Lord Fitzhauton 
of the folly and danger their even meet- 
ing at all; that when she saw him, she 
meant to give him a thousand reasons why 
she ought never to see him-^-and to demon- 
strate that the only way to avoid tempta- 
tion was -never to venture neap, it ! And 
that was true enough. 

Society is booming rather a complex 
game, it must be confessed. While Devide 
was making his' inquiries without. Lord 
Fitzhauton was effeoting a satisfactory 
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arraagement within, with his new ally, 
Madame Millefleurs. 

“ Your ^(^unt, you know,**is very loqg, 
and, I daresay, pretty difficult to audit — 
you must take care we are not ini^rrupted,” 
he was saying, almost as Deville passed. 

“ Ah, milor ! what will become of my 
reputation? — One caij do no ting in England 
without a caractere !” 

“ But everything with one !” responded 
his lordship. “ Bah ! Millefiours^ygjSsSlwW? 
a character good enough to send you to glory, 
if it is not too carefully investigated. But 
who is going, to do the slighi^est possible 
damage to your character?” 

“ Eh, milor ! — ^but mon honneur !” 

“ Pho, we are bid acquaintances.” 

“ But now dat M. Millefleurs make me 
one honest woman” — remonstrated the 
.modiste. 

“ More than heaven itself can, much less 
a little Frenchman !” replied Fitzhauton, 
laughing heartily. “How came you to 
marry such a withered crah-apple?” 
e2 
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“ Oh, he is so useful !” sighed Ma&amc* 
Millefleurs. “He' mind de house, he 
p^ck de good'J'keep de book, mftke de bill, 
trim de lamp, and when no one pay me, he 
go to prison for my debt !” 

“Well, well — if you want me to pay 
Ml’S. Sparkleton’s — aixd I really don’t think 
she herself has muc-h to spare at this 
moment, — nor, injdeed, have I, for I am as 
much annoyed as any body, and hold quite 
a Is-are^of people wanting money, every 
morning — ^ynu^must allow me an oppor- 
tunity to examine the items of your account. 
That’s flat,, so don’t bore me with your 
Jionneur and caracthe, ^ind stuif of that 
sort.” 

It happened that a fe'w moments after 
the delivery of this decisive opinion, Deville 
observed his friend sally forth, attended 
to the "door by Madame Millefleurs, 
curtseying, laughing, remonstrating, and 
assenting, with' a million protests and 
entreaties to the contrary. He did not 
hear what was said, for he was at some. 



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 


85 


disxance ; but he was skilled in interpreta- 
tions, and went bn his way still more 
exasi^erated^d incited to his*t)wn purposes, 
by what lie.consideredHihe intended treachery 
of his friend. Fitzhauton did n(|t know, he 
reasoned, that his addresses to Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton were merely feigned, to cover a more sub- 
stantial pursuit, and consequently he felt him; 
self injured and insulted, as if they had been 
as much in earnest as they seemed to bel 
He had a just motive for icveiyti^nafftHf 
is astonishing what energy to commit great 
wrongs, a little right in them gives one ! 
When Manning fractured O’Qannor’s skull 
Avith as little remorse as he* could have 
broken up a cocoa-nut, he declared himself 
sustained by thj^ great principle. But it 
presented itself for adoption in a much 
more polished and civilized form to Yiscount 
Deville. €Ie determined to cotfimifnicate 
the result of his researches to Lady Fitz- 
hauton, and to expect the best results from 
ker exasperated passions and imprudence. 

Deville had learned, ’ by a somewhat 
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perilous experienccj the inexpediency ot 
trusting her ladyship with secrets too long 
b«fbre it was ‘advisable they sbqnld explode. 
He kept tjiat of the -blottiDg-paper, there- 
fore, until|the morning of the day in which 
the meeting at Madame Millefleurs was to 
taim place. It happened to be the one for 
which he had already issued cards to a 
numerous company, inviting them to what 
he called a Musical Breakfast. His lordship 
jEfat patron of the Opera, and could 
at all times command the services of the 
finest i^erformers. His concerts were greatly 
in vogue, syud the delicious • repasts with 
which he acoompanied them, rendered them 
quite the rage. He knew Mrs. Sparkleton 
would not come — ^for she h^d sent him word, 
in reply to a most flattering invitation, that 
she was previously engaged. He thought 
it thefefol’e probable that Fitzhatlton would 
not stay long; as, besides, he only admired 
music on the stage. At all events, he 
should have plenty of opportunity to make 
a eommunication that he had one to make. 
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and* leave it to Lady Fitzhauton’s. better 
judgment as to the wEen and the where — 
Deville felt ^satisfied that i1f» would be jn 
time to prevent his fniend from reaping the 
projected harvest of his hopes, and to do all 
the necessary mischief. 

It would perhaps have been a safer 
method not to makp the revelation until 
it was too late to leave the injured parties 
any satisfaction byt revenge. Nevertheless 
the viscount could not bring himselC^jp^iiiBP 
resolution. He either liked Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton better than he had thought, or disliked 
his rival tog much, to contgmplafe with 
any patience thej)Ossibilities of his triumph. 
After all, too, Mrs. Sparkleton might change 
her mind; she Was very changeable; and 
some alibi migirt occur to destroy the credi- 
bility of his blotting-paper. 

J'itzhawton and his wife were in a> much 


better temper than usual with each other 
QU this particular morning. The young 
peer was in the highest spirits, so full of 
gaiety and good humour* that even his wife 
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came in for a share of it. It has beeii re-, 
marked by a practical observer, that lovers 
ai;^ apt to sh^wr the greatest sighs of fond- 
ness when they least feel it; and, at times, 
husbands p,nd wives may find it expedient 
to work on the same principle. However 
that may be, Deville’s exasperation was 
increased by the iparks of fondness, 
appi’oaching to folly, which her ladyship 
thought proper to lavisli*, on her husband, 
'^j<»g;.. ]^is^ ace, and indeed before every 
body’s that chose to look on. It offended 
Lord Deville’s taste as well as his feelings ; 
while djady ^Fitzhauton greatly enjoyed 
making him Jealous, as she thought, and 
at, the same time displaying to all the. 
woi’ld, how absolute was in reality her 
hold on her husband’s affections. 

“You see,” she said to Lord Deville, 
privately, in triumph, “ You se«d I have 
only to show the least sort of kindness for 
him, and he plays about me like a lapdog I” 

“ I cannot contain myself any longer 
on witnessing ' such perfidy !” exclaimed 



OR, THE DATS wi: LIVE IN. 89 

De'^ille, in reply — and he had no occasion 
to feign being out of patience; “ I will 
prove to *x®u that it is 'all the vU^t 
treachery, if you will or can but grant me 
hdf an hour’s inteiwiew.” 

“ Oh, nonsense, I know how it is. You 
have often tried to make me believe you 
were in love with nje? how you want 
me to fancy you are jealous of me, — 
because Fitzhauti)n and. I are such good 
friends,” replied Lady Fitzl.iiutoi^,i^«^ffi8P* 
tishly smiling, and floux’ishing her fan ; 
while tlie music made so good a noise, she 
ran little risk of Ixelng overjieard. “ Go, 
you naughty m^n! You ought not to try 
and make mischief between man andivife.” 

“ You do n^ believe me — you always 
mock me in ‘this way,” said Deville, 
warmly. “ But I have now proofs — ^proofs 
impossible to be refuted — ^that he is deceiv- 
ing you in the grossest manner. Still, I 
Imow you will not believe in any, though 
they were glaring as the sun at noonday — 
or rather as the flames in tKe abyss ! So I 
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shall depart to-morrow for the continient^ 
and leave you to finU out things at your 
leisure.” 

“ But you have no proof, — you only 
talk becau^, you do not like Fitzhauton, 
and see that Mrs. Sparkleton is after 
him.” 

“ Why, this vfeiry day — this very after- 
noon — I can give you the most convincing 
proof in the, world, that bo is only feigning 
^h^!»faa a^nes s the better to deceive you !” 

“ How will you manage that?” said 
Lady Fitzhauton, with mocking compla- 
cency of incredulity. 

“ I will show you a fac^simile of a note 
from Mrs. Sparkleton to your husband — 
if you wiU promise inviolable secrecy ! — 
which contains some proof, at all events, 
of a very extraordinary degree of con- 
fidence inj and tenderness for^’ another 
woman’s husband !” 

“ Let me see it now, and I will believe 
you,” said Lady Fitzhauton, with sudden 
vivacity. 
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‘^How can I before all this society? 
But tell me when you will be at leisure, 
for five minutes — alone.” 

“ I know it is impossible — quite impos- 
sible — ^you cannot have any proofs of such 
nonsense,” said Lady Fitzhautcm, turning 
pale. “ I declare, !• reallv,^^^^ tell Fitz- 
hauton — and Mrs. Sparkieton too — ^if yop 
annoy me in this waj^.” 

“ You may, if J do not establish what I 
assert, on the firmest evidence, 
the viscount. 

“ I don’t believe it. But I wiU drop 
my braceletdn the acacia vaije there, and 
you can bring jt after me to my house. 
Fitzhauton told me he was going irom 
here to his clul^ and should probably not 
dine at home.’* 

“ Did he, indeed?” replied Deville, with 
a bitter %mile. ’ “ I shall not'foi^et to 
bring the bracelet. But let us listen to 
tj^ overture : they are in the piano now, 
arid we may be overheard.” 

After this priming, *Lady Fitzhauton 
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•was quite ready for the engineer to load, 
when, about an hour after the concert- 
pjirty had biiaken up, Deville 'arrived at 
her residence with* the bracelet. He 
found her lunch, and she invited him to 
partake; iwhich he accepted. First, he 
satisfied hL”«elf the .footman thoroughly 
comprehended the puppose of his visit was 
to restore a bracelet accidentally dropped 
— “I knew it must be yoi^rs, for 1 had often 
Bwlmk eLl H ie brilliancy of the rubies in the 
shake’s head,” he remai'ked. “ And, as I 
was coming this way, — ” the servant 
withdrew, apd he did not feel it necessary 
to proceed with the legen4,niore especially 
as Lady Fitzhauton instantly and impera- 
tively demanded what he meant by saying 
he had proofs against her husband and 
Mrs. Sparkleton! 

“ Judge yourself; I found this 'facsimile, 
as I said, of a note from Mrs. Sparkleton 
to ‘ him, on her desk, by the merest acci- 
dent in the world. You know her hand- 
writing very well. Hold it up to the light 
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and "read in the oriental style — from the 
right to the left.”' 

It woul^ pot be easy to do justice to tjjr 
emotion with whicli Lady Fitzhautou 
snatched the fatal blotting-paper, with 
which she gradually decipherai its half 
obliterated contents, 

“ Oh, the wretches, th<?hionsters ! It is 
a regular assignation ! I will tell Mamma, 
I will tell Pap£%! Papa shall get me 
divorced ; I will have my money, baclc 
again, every halfpenny ; he shall not have 
a farthing of mine ! And then 1’U inarry 
somebody else — I’ll marry, you. Lord 
Deville ! I’ll bjing them both to justice 
— the wretches ! Poor, poor Mamma, — 
she little know^ What shall I do ? I’ll 
expose them to^every one ; I’ll go Avith a 
dozen policemen, and have them both 
taken to 5he station-house !” 

And then she fell into a passion of 
■seeping. Tlie violence of the resolutions 
she hinted at, however, gave no satisfac- 
tion to her informant. 
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“ It may, after all, be merely on mat- 
ters of business they are to meet,” he ob- 
s<jfved, in th^-first. pause of thb tempest. 
“ ThoughI own I do not quite perceive why 
they could not transact it at Mrs. Spar- 
kletoq’s, vhere Lord Fitzhauton, I hear, 
is a constaV -visitor —^t least his groom 
tells my valet sdi*' I |>ave no other autho- 
rity. But Madame Millefleurs is a woman 
of excellent character, s^nd — ” 

■^Tss, she is Mamma’s dressmaker, but 
Mrs. Sparkleton recommended her to us, 
— and she knew her in Paris, — no doubt, 
when'that wjicked man she writes to was 
there,” exclaimed Lady Fitztauton. 

“ Well, but you cannot deny I have 
given you due warning,” said Devdlle. “ It 
may be but suspicion, I grant. They have 
known each other long. Her husband 
was a peevish old invalid — and ca coquet- 
tish young woman of her vivacious tem- 
perament (not that ever I heard their !&- 
. tation in Paris was anything extraordinary 
— for that capital), might be a dangerous 
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conlpamon, might be in dangerous com- 
pany with Lord Fftzhatfton. Powder 
and spark ,are best kept*, asunder, 
doubt. For, with th^ very best intentions, 
one really does, sometimes, do anything but 
the very best deeds. I shoull certainly 
recommend your making one <:# the^arty, 
but in a quiet orderl^y msrfSier, so that you 
may not exhibit yourself to, the world in 
the ridiculous cl^^^racter of a jealous wife. 
It will be quite sufficient, 1 should think,' 
if you let Mrs. Sparkleton and his lord- 
ship comprehend that you have them in 
your power.^ and that, consequently, they 
must in future break off any acquaintance 
that may at present exisl. I have no 
doubt Mrs. Sparkleton will continentalise, 
and, unless you have lost all regard for 
Lord Fitzhauton, — ^you had better not 
drive him to despair.” 

“ I have — I hate him — a'wretch ! After 
all the money we have given him, to behave 
so to me,” wept Lady Fitzhauton. “ Only 
let me have her in mjf power! I’ll let. 
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every body know what she is. Will *you 
go with me, fiord T)eville, and be my 
'^(Hjfness?” 

“ MydearLady Fitzhauton, what witness 
could I be?” replied his lordship, shrug- 
ging his slbulders. “Do you think, if we 
go in a viow’^t manner, that they will allow 
us an opportuni^ of Avitnessing — anything 
veiy remarkable? We shall find them 
gravely at their accouipts with Madame 
•Millefleurs and half a dozen milliners in 
the room. Besides, you have unfortunately 
compromised me, by allowing Mrs. Spar- 
kleton to see, and retain my potc to you ! 
What a figure should I cut in the transac- 
tion! A cold-hearted Avorld would not 
take into calculation the frenzied Avarmth 

I 

of my attachment to the loveliest of 
women, and prejudices are already excited 
against me ! And besides, are »you pre-* 
pared to part Avith Fitzhauton for ever? 
to resign him altogether to the artful and 
pernicious woman Avho has Aveaned his 
atfections from'yo'u so completely?” 
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.Certainly Lady Fitzhauton was not 
prepared for this : in reality, she still 
loved her Wndering lord as much as»^ 
nature so feebly organized could love. 
Still she kept up a becoming sp'^t. 

“ I don’t care for hftn the lelst in the 
Avorld — still she shali never, Lcu'c him, if I 
die for it!” 

“ Then, my dearest girl, I recommend 
YOU to act calmly and reasonably,” said 
Deville. “By calmly and reasonably I 
mean, don’t let people see that you Ijave 
a human feeling, if possible. Speech, may 
have been given to man tf> hide his 
thoughts, but I dpubt very ipuch if it was 
given to woman for that purjiose. Your 
presence wiU be ^uite sufficient, I should 
think : perhaps they may be able to ex- 
plain matters to your satisfaction, espe- 
cially Mrs.' Sj)arkleton — ^for men’ard apt 
,to be dumbfoundered on these occasions. 
I'erjiaps there is not much mischief done 
■ — as yet. I have no doubt that this is 
their first private meeting, and it may be' 

YOL. III. H 
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simply an imprudence which we must 
deplore and — ^pardon. You can take your 
'Ifevenge in 'due season: you can worry 
him nicely in turn ! *W e are both wronged 
— bitterly wronged — but women of sense 
knowho-vf to pay in kind ! and if the devo- 
tion of one^’fc^ir heart — of a heart wronged 
•like your own, — if a love, vast indeed, but 
pure as the heavens ” 

“ But what can 1 do to find them out?” 
interrupted Lady Fitzhauton. 

“ You must first promise me to do it 
in a*, quiet, lady-like manner,” responded 
his lordship; “Mrs. Sparkleton thinks 
she wrongs me, no doubt, but I would not 
give her up to shame ! There is nothing 
I hate more than a scene! Besides, the 
world would think I orfght to challenge 
him; and then I could no longer visit 
here, and I should lose my offly hold on 
hope !” 

“ Well, I promise it — only tell me hqw?” 

“ Madame Mdlefleurs is a most respect* 
able woman,” observed his lordship, 
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musingly; “I have ascertained that. Ac- 
cordingly, you have only to present your- 
self, as sooTsP after the arrival of 
Sparkleton and his lordship as you can 
make it convenient, inform Madame of 
your certain knowledge of theiJ; presence 
in her house, and threat^ ‘her with im- 
mediate exposure, unless she introduces 
you instantly to their society — making 
her comprehend that, on those conditions, 
everything shall he quietly ai’ranged ; and 
I have little doubt she will prudently tom- 
ply. I will call about the same time— tacci- 
dentally, to inquire — ^no mattier what, — I 
will make myselfi an errand, ttnd Madame 
MiUefleurs will be additionally alarmed 
by my propinqi^ty, into anything which 
may prevent an* exposure.” 

Admirably as this plan was combined, 
DeviUe ha& great difficulty jn persuading 
Lady Fitzhauton to acquiesce in it. But 
th<yprospect of stiU retaining her faithless 
^ouse, and of being able ,to visit .Mrs. 
Spa^leton at the same time with the 
H 2 
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punishment of her offences, gradually 
reconciled her to its execution. Lady 
?Pitzhauton liad a good stock' of vanity, 
and she could not "hy any effort, bring 
herself to . believe that any woman could 
permanerl ly rival her in the affections of 
Fitzhautorfr'^.'ishe thought she had only to 
appear, to dispel' the iilusions raised by the 
ai'tifices of the “infamous creatui’c” who, 
she was sure, must haf/e thrown herself 
almost “at him” before he would even 
think of her! Deville encouraged this 
ideii^by the most flattering assurances, 
until he li?d brought her into what he 
considered a safe framc^of mind for the 
enterpi'ise. The artful viscount by no 
means desired an explosion which was so 
likel)'^ to blacken all in its' neighbourhood. 
He had no wish whatever to have Lady 
Fitzllautbii cast on his handfe, and to 
destroy again that finely-pieced Portland, 
vase of a character of his which ^was 
almost as good as if it had never fallen 
and been broken. Meanwhile, the hc!ir of 
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the Appointment apj)roached, and it be- 
came necessary to a<?t. We have great 
satisfactiorf, ^because we alsd* dislike tlv?-fe* 
species of private theatricals which fur- 
nishes scenes for the public, to be able to 


record that, finally, the viscount prevailed 


on Lady Fitzhauton. to act, ^"-cording to 


his temperate and jiijdieioas advice, rather 


than on th(3 inspiration of her o^vli rash 


and headstrong t(i?nper. 
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e^APtEK V. 


Whilst all these storms were brewing or 
bursting in the lofty region she had de- 
serted, Charity Green pursued her blame- 
less^ay, if not in peace, at least in quiet. 
Punctual a'i the morning light, she ap- 
peared in he>r jotted coiyier of the bazaar j 
all day reversed the lily’s enviable exist- 
ence, for she both toile4 and spun, and 
at night returned to her humble but 
tranquil home, if not happy, .not miser- 
able. ‘ The consciousness of hdving done 
what she ought — of having bravely vindi- 
cated the rights of nature and of wona^in- 
hood — ^the sentiment of freedom and inde- 
pendence, consoled her for every sad 
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recollection, and sweetened the dry crusts 
of poverty to her palate. 

Neither.could Charity be said to suffer 
very greatl;^, in a pecuniaiy sense, rne 
beauty of her handiwork was appreciated 
by some good judges, and hojf lace was 
bought almost as fast as it was, produced. 
The ladies who bou^t it did what the con- 
scientious maker refused to do, and gavedt 
value by giving it fine foreign designations 
to critical frieifds suid chamber-maids, 
Charity seemed likely to fall, by degrees, 
into a similar state of resigned and .tran- 
quil composure to that enjoyed by her 
friend, Miss*Dishnap, but tlfet she conti- 
nued, after a shbrt interval, to be harassed 
by the visits of Mr. Bagshawe. 

The retire(? attorney made his re-ap- 
pearance one day when least expected, 
with aij empty envelope in his hand. 
Charity was exceedingly fluttered to hear 
him ask, in an angry tone, why she had 
not enclosed a receipt for the note he had 
sent her, instead of forwardiug him a 
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blank cover? Slie assured him, ^vith 
great earnestness, th^t she had returned 
the valuable jpaper in it, having no occa- 
sion for it at the time, and that she 
thanked him just the same as if she had 
accepted tVe fifty pounds. “ So I believe 
you do — nht a spai’k of gratitude in your 
whole composition! 'Mrs. GullibuU told 
me so several times; ‘but you must not 
think to do me out of both note and 
^thanks! You have kept the money, no 
doubt : confess the truth ! It is numbered 
and stopped at the bank.” And he con- 
tinued to tease Charitj^ for some time in 
this vein, until he shifted his ground, and 
accused her warmly of pride and ingrati- 
tude, in refusing to let Ijim be of any 
service to her. 

After this he began to make it a sort of 
habit to stroll into the bazaar, , at least 
once a day, and spend some time in con- 
versation at Miss Dishnap’s stall. Charity 
ventured to remonstrate once or twioS', 
but he told her .the bazaar was as free to 
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him -as to anybody else, so long as he be- 
haved himself with propriety, and did not 
steal anything. He took it into his head^ta- 
tell her that he was paying his addresses to 
a young lady, who was very fond of fine 
lacework ; and he was ahvay^ buying 
pieces of her manufacture to J^resent to 
this favoured fair one. Charity at first 
very nigh believed him, and showed so 
much satisfactioi^ and zeal to oblige her 
unknoAvn customer, that Bagsliawe could 
not prevent himself from laughing, and 
so betraying his real purpose, thou^ he 
was vexed a^her indifference.^ After that 
he was obligeU to buy what ^e wanted of 
Miss Dishnap ; (charity would sell him no 
more; but he tad a most persevering 
liking for whatever other people did not 
purchase. 

He haS contrived, in somo way or 
another, tq^gain veiy rapidlj^" on the latter 
lady’s good opinion. Like most converts, 
Miss Dishnap was benevolently anxious 
to bring others into the Ifeame saving pale 
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of belief she had herself wandered into; 
and Bagshawe man&ged to persuade her 
il^at he was* “open to conviction.” He 
listened with great respect to her opinions 
on religious subjects, and declared that 
he had bdfen brought up in so lax a set of 
doctrines,* that the ground for any new 
edifice might be considered as perfectly 
elear in. his convictions. Gradually he 
induced her to allow 1pm to accompany 
her and her young acolyte to their place 
of devotion. He professed himself pleased 
and edified by all Ixe heard and saw there, 
and bought a splendid missaj for his own 
use, which he prevailed on ‘Miss Dishnap 
to let him exchange with hers, a much 
inferior one. And thus' he won so fast 
upon the esteem of her friend, that Charity 
began to dread in her a dangerous ally to 
pretensions which she somehow Or another 
felt herself riot so much incited to dis- 
courage as fonnerly, yet she thought ^as 
a wremg to the suitor himself to en- 
courage. 
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The inconstancy and unkindness of her 
first lo^e had left ^wounds too deep in 
Charity’s ’soul to be readify healed; gnd’ 
the more she was •convinced of the sin- 
cerity and devotion of her new lover, the 
more it pained her to feel unable to return 
his affection, and tobecompellefl constantly 
to repel its manifest.ations. Meanwhile, 
Bagshawe took care to keep her well in- 
formed as to th(4 pi’ogress of Midas in his 
aristocratic wooing, Avhich, to outward? 
seeming, was most prosperous. And 
Charity’s heart Avas torn to its d*epths; 
but, like tlie Indian at the s^ake, she gave” 
no outward si gn of anguish. . She came at 
last to wish that the event was over, the 
AVTong consuiflmated, so tediously did it 
irk her soul in its progress. 

Matters were in this state Avith Charity 
Green, Vhen a momentous incident oc- 
curred to diversify her "daily round of 
Clfistence. She was one day busied, as 
usual, in her stall, nearly concealed — as 
Mr. Bagshawe delighted to tell her — ^like 
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a spider, among her exquisite looms, when 
a lady entered the bitzaar, whose* appear- 
■ftinpe attracted®very general attehtion from 
its elegance, and the peculiar gracefulness 
of her manner of walking. She had a 
little nosegay of rare and most beautiful 
flowers in *her hand,<- so that altogether 
Charity had little difliculty in recognising 
the honourable Mrs. Spai-kleton. She 
shrunk from the sight, pnd endeavoured 
‘as much as possible to shun any danger 
of being recognised in turn, by bending 
over Jier work until she Avas scarcely to 
be seen at all. 

Nevertheless a kind of :(fxscination com- 
pelled her to keep up a degree of observa- 
tion, almost without the us^’of her eyes, on 
all Mrs. Sparkleton did. Oitce or tAvice she 
passed so near to Charity’s stall that the lat- 
ter coleured and turned pale Avifh appre- 
hension of being discoA^ered, perhaps treated 
with contempt; but she felt that she could 
as little endure to be treated with kind- 
ness as with neglect by Mrs. Sparkleton. 
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Hep modest nature, indeed, suggested to 
Charity, V that she ^ight have entirely 
slipped otft^ef the lady’s meiliory ; but ghe, 
dared not run, any msk to the contrary. 

We know not how she managed it; but, 
in the course of this furtive espiM, Charity 
imagined she discarned marl& of much 
agitation and irresolution beneath all her 
beautiful rival’s usual serenity of elegance. 
She looked at tljings apparently without 
seemg them — inquired the prices of arti- 
cles which she evidently had no desire to 
knoAV — for Avhat could Mrs. Spar^eton 
want with a skipping-rope and a speaking 
doll? She Avalked more rapidly than her 
wont, for her walk Avas in general a swan- 
like, sAvimmin^ movement, so unruffled 
was the calm 'of its grace ! Charity was 
forming a theory in her OAvn mind to 
account* for this. Is she won by the 
wealth of Midas, thought ^e, and yet re- 
pelled by his cruel, hard nature — for Mrs. 
Sparkleton is not cruel, nor hard by na- 
ture, herself ? Do these tlioughts make a 
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struggle in her mind? And while mus- 
ing over this problei'ii, and keer^ing the 
"tjbjject mysterfously in eye withdut raising 
her head, Charity wae startled from her 
dreamy cogitation by the abrupt appa- 
rition of L6rd Fitzhauton, who entered the 
bazaar, and' seemed to join Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, as if by appointment. 

Charity was shocked at this — she 
scarcely well Icnew why-jrshe thought she 
*fcould perceive there was something un- 
usual, besides the mere circumstance of an 
evidently pre-arranged meeting between 
'them. Mrs. Sparkleton’s complexion sud- 
denly flushed, as deeply as the hues of the 
rich flowers she carried; and Lord Fitz- 
hautqn’s countenance and eyes were lit 
up like a young vulture’s "when he dis- 
cerns his prey. Charity saw that at first 
Mrs. SparHeton seemed to refuse taking 
his arm, and that he seized her hand and 
linked it in his own with a degree 
violence. As if to avoid attention, Mrs. 
Sparkleton appeared then to resume her 
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promenade in the bazaar; but evidently 
the pair Vere quite nbsorbed in conversa- 
tion, and ft^iced little but themselves- ^in 
the place. 

Once or twice they disappeared among 
the mazes of glittering wares, aitd Charity 
imaguied they werq gone — ^but whither,, 
or wherefore, she 4readed to conjecture. 
Why this private and special meeting? — 
Much as she fjared to be recognised, 
Charity felt it a relief when, on one of 
these occasions, she suddenly heard the 
voice of Lord Fitzhauton clop» VioLmrl the 
stall at whicji she sat. 

We have ’mentioned that. Miss Dish- 

• . 

nap’s, stall, like the rest of her appurte- 
nances, was a i^tired and almost secluded 
one — not unsuited therefoi’e as a halt- 
ing place for a private confabulation. 
Miss Diihnap was absent on some busi- 
ness, and Charity had cowered out of 
si^i^ like a fe,wn among the fern. The 
conversationists had therefore no reason 
to dr^ listeners; and certainly, although 



112 THE GOLD'WORSHIPPERS : 

they spoke in low tones, they had no 
reason to desire tha^ for the/subject- 
ine.tter of their talk. Against 'her will — 
at first through timidity, and then from 
surprise and anxiety to know the worst — 
Charity Green remained an unseen audi- 
tor. ' 

She heard Mrs. Sparkleton declare — 
but in irresolute, tremulous tones — 
that she had altei'ed hey mind — ^that she 
•^ould not meet Lord Fitzhauton at 
Madame Millefleurs’ under any pretext; 
tha^if he sincerely desired to be of service 
’ to her in a momentary exigency, he could 
go and discharge the “ impekinent crea- 
ture’s” demands alone. What need was 
there of her presence ? She fuUy admitted 
the items of the amount — ^that is to say, 
she had no doubt it was quite correct, 
though sh® had not yet had time to run it 
over. Besi^des, she kept no memorandums 
about such trash as one’s dress; so it'Vgas 
no use if she had. 

. To all which Lord Fitzhauton replied, 
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in an earnest and passionate manner, 
which s^med not {/little superfluous on 
such a poii\t. He pleaded "ller promise; 
he upbraided her with chaugeableness ; 
he declared that it would look quite ab- 
surd in a man inspecting such accounts. 
Moreover, it was sh« who Avas to pay, and 
not he : he only wanted to witness the 
transaction for her, and to make certain 
that Madame Millefleurs b haved to her 
with due respect ! 

“ But it mi^ht bo liable to misconstrue- 

“ • 

tion!” said IMrs. Sparkleton, colouiiug^ 
again Avith almost a country vench's pro- 
fusion of hue, Yheu first honoux’ed with 
the attentions of a redcoat. 

“Quite impossible! — Are you not to 
marry my brother-in-laAV? — from whom I 
may A'eiy naturallj'- and kindly conceal an}' 
little proof of in consideration on ^ou? part, 
in money matters?” said Lord Fitzhati- 
toui^^and they botli laughed a little. 

“ Well, but — you are yoiyself so impru- 
dent! — You Avill promise not to speak to 

VOL. III. I 
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me on— -on a subject "which you know I 
have forbidden you t<yTOention — ^^.hd which 
I vam forbidden to listen to,' I believe?” 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton, "vvith a sigh. 

“ I was bom to obey you — and I will, in 
all things^” said the young peer, who cer- 
tainly did not hesitate to make promises. 
“.But, then, you must promise me to look 
less bewitching! — Dearest Geraldine, I 
■will pledge myself only ,*0 worship you in 
my soul and in my eyes I The severest 
moralist will allow that — at least, let him 
jsee-you, and he will absolve me if he 
blames.” 

“FoUy, folly! — Well, I will go, then, 
if you will proinise not to trench on this 
forbidden subject,” said Mrs. Sparkleton 
— in accents meant to be rebuking and 
severe, but full of melting tones. 

Lord Fitzhauton’s rapture, his pledges 
©f eternal love and gratitude, were again, 
very considerably out of place, “^rs. 
Sparkleton herself perceived it. 

“ Do not burst into these acclamations, 
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or we shall be overheard — and people will 
wonder see so mjfich thankfulness dis- 
played fof ^the privilege of •paying ope 
a bill ! — I shall be at Millefleurs’ at half- 
past five — I wish meanwhile you would 
leave me. I do not wish to bb seen by 
any one in your company !” 

Charity was condemned to hear anothigr 
effusion of passionate love and gratitude, 
which compelled, even her innocent and 
guileless simplicity to conceive the most 
terrible suspicions of the nature of the 
interview in contemplation! Terribl ^t o 
her ; for Charity, among her innumerable 
old-fashioned* notions, had some of the 
most antiquated possible on the sacredness 
of the marriage^light, and on female pro- 
priety in general. 

Mrs. Sparkleton replied with rebuke, 
but of tl&,t tender and gentle kind which 
rather encourages than abasfies the orators 
of passion. In short, before they parted, 
the conviction was fuUy established in 
poor Charity’s mind, that her own success- 

i2 
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ful rival Avas in almost inevitaWe danger 
of becoming also cousin, I^dy Fitz- 
hauton’s guilty one ! ' • 

To increase her*' perturbation, Mrs. 
Sparkleton remained, after Lord Fitzliaia- 
ton, at Her earnest ontreaty, had Avith- 
draAvn — very likely to establish an alibi. 
She even commenced a suiTey of the lace- 
woi’k on the stall Avith the curiosity of an 
amateur. Horrified and^confused, Charity 
still kept her visage out of -sight, and Mrs. 
Sparkleton had tAvice inquired the price of 
lacd veil, without receiving any replj’’, 
when luckily Miss Disimap returned. 

“ Miss Gi’een, don’t you hear? — A lady 
is inquiring the price of that veil — ^the 
one with the open roses.”!! 

Charity Avas never A'ery good at acting; 
yet she managed to give a start on this 
occasion, ’ as if her attention was roused 
for the first time; and, rising with som^ 
murmured apology about a cold?*vjshe 
named a price which rather surprised 
Miss Dishnap. 
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“ Ten guineas!” she whispered; “why, 
you only\|isked five |Festerday !” 

Mrs. Sptuskleton also se(?med a lit^Je 
surprised; for she glanced at the vender 
inquiringly. The innocent Charity trem- 
bled and blushed scarlet beileath the 


observation of her by no meafts equally 
innocent rival — luo^e ashamed, perhaps, 
of her involuntary detection than the' par- 
ties themselves wpuld have been, but for 
fear of consequences. Nevertheless, even 
Charity was surprised at the haughtiness 
of superiority with which the aristocratic 
customer exjynined the plebeian shop-gill^' 
apparently struck by some rec/jUection of 
her features. 


“ Ten guineas is a great deal for such a 
thing as that, though it is pretty ! — But 
have I not seen you before — I cannot 
remembef where?” said Mrs. Sparkieton, 
fit last, in her most conddfeeending and 
mel^fluous tones. 

“ She is mostly here, ma’am, and per- 
haps you may have seen her before, or 
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been a purchaser. Miss Green’s custo- 
mers are sure to coir^, back,” rej^Ged Miss 
Djishnap, observing that Charity visibly 
hesitated. 

“ Miss Green ! — Green — Green ? — Can 
it really be? I must surely be mistaken I 
— Have yAu a sister, pr any relation called 
Patience, I believe, t^at lives with a lady 
of the name of Gullibull, at Putney?” 

“ My name is Charity — but I have left 
Mrs. GullibuU’s some time !” faltered the 
young girl. 

“ Indeed ! — Why, I thought you were 
a niece, or some relation of that sort!” 
observed Mrs. Sparkleton, 'with evident 
surprise and some trepidation. “ Ho you 
remember me? — And ho'^iv strange it is 
that Lord Fitzhauton — I accidentally met 
his lordship as I was making some pur- 
chases in the bazaar — should ‘not have 
known of youV being here?” 

“ Miss Green is not at present oakery 
good terms -^th her relations, madam,” 
said Miss Dishnap. 
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“ Ah ! that is the reason why you did 
not spedt! — orwere vou not in the stall?” 
returned Spar/leton, ^yith very con- 
siderable ahkiety. “ You heard his lord- 
ship’s voice, did you not?” 

Charity felt excessively confused — al- 
most dizzy. But the kindness, and timi- 
dity of her character would not suffer her 
to inflict any pain on others which 
could possibly prevent. She replied, in a 
quivering tone — I heard a voice, but I 
did not like to look round, because the 
whole family have disearded me on ac- 
count — on account — ^because the son Slid 
I — ^because Mr. Midas and I liisagreed.” 

“ I wiU see 37bu reconciled some day — I 
am told I hav^ some influence there,” said 
Mrs. Sparkletcji, playfully — but with con- 
siderable anxiety. “ Yet we spoke in 
whispers? — we hardly spoke above our 
breath,” she thought, — “and this girf seems 
^al^ deaf — and very simple, almost to 
stupidity. Besides, she could only con- 
dude, if she heard anything, that we were 
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discussing some matter of business— and 
she is at variance •wiA all that ^t.” 

Nevertheless, it occurred to .her that it 
would be as well to conciliate 'the goodwill 
of the young lacewoman. It would be 
amusing .also ^o wear a veil wliich she 
could tell every one was bought by her in 
a bazaar, of Lady Fitzhauton’s cousin. 

‘ “ 1 remember you asked me something 
about the value of lace at ]\[rs. Gulli- 
bull’s,” she said in the sweetest tones of 
her winning voice. “ I had no idea that 
you had any dispute with the family at 
-^;h?rtime; but I really do not think the 
lace dear af ten guineas. Send it to my 
house this evening, if yoh please; and I 
shall be very happy if yoUfl,wiU also make 
me a blonde lace veil, threg times as long, 
with lilies and myrtle in the pattern, for 
a wedding I am to be at, veiy shortly.” 

Charity bowed with peculiar stiffness, 
and mechanically took out her little po^et- 
book, — ^which was her whole machinery 
of bookkeeping*, — as if to enter the order. 
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But her hand trembled so, that she feared 
to attem^ pencilling the words. Luckily 
Miss DisSsiap mistook the ■cause of her 
hesitation. 

“What name and address, madam?” 

“ Mrs. Sparkleton — the II«nourable 

Mrs. Sparkleton, ; Street, •Belgrave- 

square,” replied the lady, delighted to find 
she was forgotten; and ivith an affaire 
smile and nod she took her departure. 

Goethe likens the tremendous ofiice 
imposed on the kindly and inactive nature 
of Hamlet, to an oak planted in a flower- 
pot, which ^t splits and rends in the 
growth. A bad comparison jvith regard 
to the vasty mind of the philbsophic prince, 
but a good illustration of poor Charity’s 
— >vith such a secret as the one she had 
unwillingly acquired at work •within it. 
Miss Bishnap — herself given tci loqg ic- 
veries — ■wondered at the profound thought 
m ■^ich she continued bui’ied for a con- 
siderable time after Mrs. Sparkleton’s dis- 
appearance. Her features' also were 
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agitated, and, at times, tears strained 
through the lids whiqh vainly en^avoured 
to suppress.them. Ax first, Idiis Dishnap 
imagined that the apparition of the fine 
lady whom she had known in her imcle’s 
house had forced upon her more painfully 
than usual the change in her circum- 
stances. But at last she remembered that 
Mr. Midas Gullibull’s new intended was 
called Sparldeton, and thought she could 
account for the disturbance visible in her 
young friend’s demeanour. Still she was 
too delicate to make any observation. 

Tiy and by Charity began to grow more 
composed ; the drops ceased' to distil from 
her eyes; and" some feeling of an unwont- 
edly earnest and resolved character im- 
pressed itself upon her countenance. Miss 
Dishnap silently bemused what it could 
be; 9.nd,she was altogether ullprepared 
for what — w5th all her partiality — she 
could not help considering a displ^ oT 
meanness of spirit, when Charity suddenly 
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rose,* and said she felt tired of work, and 
would ta?^e the veil Jiome before tea. 

But ySij*have had no dihlier yet, and 
it is four o’clock said Miss Dishnap, 
glancing at the great dial of the bazaar. 
“ And you really intend to fake Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s moneys though that fellow, 
Midas ” • . 

She has bought the veil, and has a 
right to it; and J[ have si.cli a dreadful 
headache, I cannot eat, or work,” replied 
Charity ; and hastily arranging the lace in 
a parcel, and putting on her bonnet and 
shawl, she made her way from ^he bazaar 
into the street. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

We have often been obliged indirectly to 
apologise to people who know the world 
ibr Miss Green’s singular demeanour in it. 
But how shall we excuse the ridiculous 
romance of the project which had now 
taken possession of her ideas, or even make 
a reader of sense believe in the probability 
of so foolish a piece of gejicrosity as she 
was about to perpetrate ? • AYhat revenge 
more complete could any woman have de- 
sired tOn a faithless lover than tliat which 
apparently awaited Midas Gullibull?- — 0:1^ 
a rival, than that which she should haisi^i it 
in her power to inflict on IMrs. Sparkleton ! 
—on a whole family which had treated her 
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Avitli.such neglect and contumely, than to 
permit disgrace and anguish pretty 
certain toVailow to a!l the paxiiies involved 
in the guilty intrigm; she should have it 
in her power'* to divulge? 

Yet Charity Green was now tJkking her 
dclibei'ate way — not, to Mrs. Sparkletou’s 
house — but to Madajne Millefleurs’, deter- 
mined to use the lace veil as a pretext for 
an inteiwiew with the fo'*mer lady, in 
which she might confess what she had 
overheard, and exhort her to shun the 
dangerous interview projected, under a 
solemn pronyse of secrecy in case she re- 
linquished all future correspondence with 
the young nobleman, her cousin’s husband. 
She had little <fcubt that Mrs. Sparkleton 
would then, at once, either resolve to quit 
the scene of her danger, or marry Midas ; 
in whose* guardian care there was, little 
fear that she could go astraj^, or that much 
intercourse would continue with the Fitz- 
hautons. At all events a great sin would 
l;e prevented, in Charity’s ’unfashionable 
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apprehension; and her tedious sacrifice 
might at length be consumma^. 

^Charity conducted herselfi'iii the aflair 
with a coolness and resolution which she 
did not often display in others of more 
directly personal moment ; she took up her 
station with her parcel in a doorway which 
commanded the fronj of Madame MiUe- 
'fleurs’ house, and waited until she saw 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s carriage drive up. Her 
heart, it is true, a little failed her when 
she beheld her splendid rival alight, ex- 
quiritely dressed, enter the house, and 
order her vehicle to return, she said she 
meant to -v^alk home throifgh the Park. 
Charity gave her only just time to mount 
the stairs, when she • foUawed, and rung 
the bell at the just-closed door. 

A porter, full as proud as the “ proud 
portey” osf the dolorous ballad of the Lord 
Bateman, opelied it. He regarded Charity 
with a nose turned up by nature, but^tiJl 
farther elevated by a supercilious leer, and 
inquired her lJusiness. She was told, she 
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said, .to' bring a veil to the lady who had 
just entered, and desired to be allowed to 
follow he:^!^ stairs. The pfoud portir 
stared at her rather ineredulously, motioned 
to a hall chair, whispered something up a 
pipe, and resumed his own seat wicker 
sedan, and a morning.journal which he had 
just laid down. 

Charity had hopes that Lord Fitzhauton 
had not yet arrived; and Icing no great 
proficient in intrigue, she was also im- 
pressed with the innocent conviction that 
he would be sure to enter at the front 
door, where «hc sate sentry. ^ Neverthe- 
less, she felt Ihe value of eveiy instant of 
time, and was fretted with the most 
anxious desire* to obtain admittance to 
Mrs. Sparkletoir; and, after waiting about 
ten minutes in the utmost impatience, she 
renewed fier request to the porter, and de- 
^red that she must see tfie lady imme- 
diataly. 

“ Mmt is for the king, or the queen, I 
should say; and you an’t quite everything 
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yourself, I suppose?” said the porter, with 
mocking gravity. “If your ^usiness is 
s<i hot, you* must wait till it«;c6ols ; at all 
events, I can’t give* an answer till I get 
one.” And he resumed, with much relish, 
the perinfel of a leading article, comment- 
ing with ^eat severity on the foreign 
policy of the moment, in which, it seemed, 
"lie falsified the genei-al complaint of jour- 
nalists, and took great yiterest. 

Twenty minutes elapsed, and then 
Charity’s anxiety could no longer he con- 
trolled. She rememhered to have heard 
or read of the efficacy of a peculiar oint- 
ment applied to the palms of servitors, of 
high and low degree alike, and tremhling 
lest it should be considered an insult by 
the grandly liveried functionary, she put 
a half-crown into his hand, and begged so 
earnefitly* he would procure her admit- 
tance to the lady, that he was surprised 
Who is she? If she hasn’t got* the 
goods, you needn’t be afraid] And if she 
has, and is one of our customers, she is 
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sure not^to be a bilk — a regular one, at 
least, young woman,” he said, accepting 
the half-crm^ with tlie dignity of a minis- 
ter receiving on a tr^sury- warrant. 

“ No, I don’t think that at all ! I don’t 
think I’m to be cheated. It is the^onour- 
able Mrs. Sparkleton j but I must see her 
about — about another piece of lace — im- 
mediately.” 

“ Oh, if it’s hcTf—l don’t wonder you 
would like ready money. Between you 
and me and the wall. Miss, most people 
would rather have her money than her 
note; and as you ' seem a sensible young 
woman — ” he moved again to his pipe of 
communication, and called the message 
louder up it — young woman with some 
lace had been oiliered to call and see the 
Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton immediately.” 
Then listening for a brief pause, hd turned, 
^jjd Avith a bland smile repeated the reply. 
“ Mr«. Sparkleton is not in the Magazin, 
and is not at all expected tojday.” 

“ But she must be — I saw her myself 

. VOL. HI. K 
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^ in,” said Charity, with vehemence. 
“ She is in the house, and I :^ust and I 
will see her.” " 

“ Is there anything up? It an’t shop- 
exclaimed the porter, in 

“ Mrs. Sparkletom— steal!” said Charity, 
half bewildered. But perhaps they 
think she don’t want to see me. Say that 
I was to come % dppomtment , — say that I 
know she is here ! — say anything, so that I 
may get to see her.” 

This second message duly transmitted 
up the leaden telegraph, produced the per- 
sonal descent of a messenger from the 
upper regions, in the shape of a young 
French girl, who seemed, *'glad of any pre- 
tence to descend, she tripped down so 
cheerfully. “ Madame desires^ to inform 
lajeunepersonne dat she is a mistake. Dere 
is no Madame Spark — Spark — I can^t 
spik de word. Nobody of de name^t all 
ever come here.” And with a smile and 
a curtsy she was about to trip up again, 


lifting, is it?” 
astonisliment. 
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affcer-the^delivery of this dear notification, 
when Chsmty exclaimed — “ Let me see 
Madame Mi^efleurs herself then. I insist 
upon it ! TeU her that I will else expose 
— say, I must see Mrs. Sparkleton, or it 
will be the worse for you all !” ^ 

“ Goodness! — these fine ladies have 
taken to prigging in style now-a-days ! Jt 
may be worth all our whiles to hold our 
tongues — I’ll go myself and deliver the 
message,” said the porter, aghast, but not 
insensible to the views of interest opened. 
“ Wliat is the name of the shop? — What 
has she prigged?’ 

“ Let me see Madame MiUeJfleurs, that 
is all,” replied Charity; and the proud 
porter, laying a^de the stately stifihess of 
his customary 'manner, rushed up the 
stairs. Jhe young French girl instantly 
began a babble about the weather* and the 
and the new fashions from Paris, in 
broken English, to entertain her visitor 
But Charity took no manntjr of notice of 
what she said, and the porter returned so 

K 2 
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fast, that there was no occasion^ to -feign 
much. Permission was given to the 
strange yoimg woman to up stairs. 
“ But mind what ydu say,” he observed; 
“ There’s a gentleman there, and Madame 
looked vexed because I mentioned the 
lady’s name before Mm.” 

,.« The French milliner guided Charity up- 
stairs, into one of the rooms of the first 
great suite in which Madame MUlefleurs 
displayed her manufactures. An ele- 
gantly carpeted drawing-room, furnished 
h la Louis Quatorze,ina rich and profusely 
gilded style, was the apartment into which 
Charity w^s ushered. It was here that 
Madame MMefleurs stored her treasures 
of costumes and authorities for fancy balls, 
which were, at that time, iihe vogue. And 
here Charity found the great Modiste 
engaged in a pleasant chit-chat on the 
subject of some fancy dresses wMch some 
ladies “ had done him the honour to re- 
quest him to choose tpr them,” with no 
less refined and tasteful a personage than 
— Viscount Deville. 
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His lordship’s rank and business were 
of themselves the most powerful recom- 
mendatior^^ favour with the •vnarcAa»(;^e 
de modes. But, in addition, he was a noble- 
man of so insinuating an address, seemed 
to have so little of the English aArtocratic 
morgue, spoke “ French of Paris” so 
fluently, was so thoroughly weU acquainted 
with all the sayings and doings, and re- 
markabilities of tlj^at capital, that Madame 
Millefleurs was in positive ecstasies with 
him. He had already spent a considerable 
time at his task, and meant to spend a 
good deal longer,*when Charity Green was 
ushered in. 

Charity instantly recollected the name 
and rank of the^ersonage before her, and 
her embarrassment increased, until shei 
perceived,— or thought she perceived, — 
that he aid not recognise her ‘in turn. 
Perhaps his lordship had forgotten herj. 

whether he had or not, he was equally 
certain not to reqpgnise her, even with his 
eyes, until he had satisfied himself that it 
wpuld be convenient to do so. 
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“ What is dat you say? I tell ^you dere 
is no Madame Sparkleton here ! She was 
oijce buy of me, but* not now/ You are 
importune. I sell my dmtelles myself. 
Why do you bring wood to de forest?” 
said Mai^ame Millefleurs, eyeing the appli- 
cant with'extreme anxiety. 

I know Mrs. Sparkleton is in your 
house, ma’am, I saw her come in with my 
own eyes, — and I must,ppeak with her, to 
prevent — I want to speak to her on the 
most important and urgent business !” re- 
turned Charity Green, very firmly. 

“ Mrs. Sparkleton!” repesAed his lord- 
ship. “ I was not quite certain when I 
heard the name a few moments ago. It 
is a lady who, I am prqud to say, is a 
most particular friend of mine. My name 
is' Deville — Viscount DeviUe, — and if the 
yotujg woman is charged with any parcel 
for Mrs. Sparkleton, she may confident 
without scruple.” 

“ Entendez-vous? hi^ lordship is your 
dcutionr said Madame Millefleurs, with a 
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wave of the hand, signifying that the case 
was disidissed. 

“No; Iv»ust see «Mrs. Sparjdeton her- 
self — must, and I wUI!” returned t&e 
applicant. 

“ Is she ecervelee? Is she o»jJ; of her 
scentses ?” exclaimed Madame MiUefleurs. 
“ AUez-vous-en — go ois moment — or I 
send for a police that taKe you to prisofi.” 

“ItwiU be better for you not, — better for 
every one. Only let me see Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton for an instant, — ^let me save her ; let me 
speak to you, Madame Millefleurs, only one 
moment, by youfself !” implored Charity, 
so passionately, that Madame “Millefleurs 
was very much%larmed, and the viscount 
was also strucl^with an apprehension that 
some foil to his gcheme was in preparation. 

“ I should certainly recommend you, 
Madame,^ — this young person seems very 
extraordinarily excited — I* should cer- 
tiJbly mt recommend you to introduce her 
to an interview, even if Mrs. Sparkleton 
^ould accidentally be in the house,” he 
said. 



136 


THE GOLD-WORSHIPPERS: 


“ But she is not, I assure — on my 
honneur!” replied Madame Miilefleurs, 
with vehemence. 

“ I know no reason why sHe should not 
be. What could be more simple than that 
a lady s^j^old be at her milliner’s?” replied 
his lordship. “ But from the excited man- 
ner of this young woman — and I have 
some indistinct recollection to have seen 
her in a family, for the amiable heir of 
which she may possibly nave formed some 
attachment — and 1 am but too well aware 
that he is an aspirant to Mrs, Sparkleton’s 
notice, — ^it might not be ^altogether expe- 
dient to adihit her to the interview she so 

- «r 

peremptorily demands.” 

“ You hear! Leave my house imme- 
diately, or I give you iqto keep of de 
police for a nuisance, to take care of;” 
said Madame Millefleurs, with Sdolence, 
finding herself so efficiently supported. 

Then you will cause her ruin, and tlfe 
ruin of a whole family, and the destruc- 
tion of their sduls, perhaps I Don’t be so 
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wicked, Madame !” exclaimed Charity. 
“ I cannoi explain my meaning before this 
gentleman^ ’but do let me speak to y9u 
alone, Madame.” 

“ What is the meaning of this, Madame 
Milleflcurs? This does seem a'little sin- 
gular,” said the viscount, modulating his 
voice to a very stroijg expression of sus- 
picion. “ Excuse me, Madame, but I have 
relations with Mrs. Sparklcton, which per- 
haps authorise me to demand an explana- 
tion of these words.” 

“ What explication, when she is mad? 
Send for a gepdarme — I will give her into 
custody, if slie goes not this momcttt ” 
said the marShande^ stafhping on the 
ground with raere. “ Robert! Robert! some 
one go for a gendarme.” 

Charity was greatly alarmed at this 
menatie. The dreadful idea ©f Ijeing 
dragged along the streets as*a malefactor, 
to^ station-house, was alone sufficient to 
strike her with dismay. And she felt, 
moreover, that she could oSer no excuse 
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for her extraordinary conduct, but what 
woTild defeat its purpose, or seem like a 
libellous exaggeration of her pfibnce. But 
a thought occurred tp her, and we almost 
wonder how it did, to endeavour, in an in- 
direct mftfmer, to excite the apprehensions 
of Madame MiUefleufs. 

“Let me see Lord.Fitzhauton, then— 
.Mp: GuBibuirs brother-in-law — I know he 
is here,”' she exclaimed; and in reality 
Madame MiUefleurs was thrown into a 
state of indescribable agitation by the 
words. 

“ Lord Fitzhauton hore ! — It is one 
.great — ope’.great-T-what you call un cha- 
p/et'on faux — a4alse hood! What for his 
lordsheep come to my house? Suis-je 
smne de la sorted I wiU not be insult — 
chez moi — in my own house. Robert T 
and she bawled with all the force of her 
sharp-edged Parisian voice down the 
jape. “ Robert, — come and rid me of 
criature infame qui neut dislumnerer ta 
maiiresse !” 
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The jxroud porter would no doubt have 
responded with zeal to the summons, — 
Lord Deviill<ji had juSt got into-the mid^e 
of a suggestion, thai> perhaps his lordship 
had arranged to meet Lady Fitzhauton at 
Madame Millefleurs’ establishmen* — when 
a thundering knock ghook the house, and 
announced an arrival of importance. “Ah, 
she wishes to make me infame ! — to show* 
policemen in my^ house. Who is dis? — 
Let her wait till I speak with Madame 
Rat-tat-tat-tat ! But no, non, — Robert , — I 
am abroad but almost as this order was 
telegraphed, .Madame Rat-tat-tat-tat en- 
tered the presence which shft was ^ 
denied, having f’ushed past* the porter and 
flown up the stairs, in the space occupied 
to prohibit her ’admission. 

The consternation of Charity Green was 
perhaps not much less than, thgit of 
Madame Millefleurs herself, when she re- 
co^fnised the infuriated countenance of 
Lady Fitzhauton, who was undoubtedly 
out of what little reason she ever ‘ pos- 
sgssed, with passion ! 
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She took no notice apparentl;^ of. any 
one present but Madame Millefleurs, to 
wjiom she exclaimed, tones th^t quivered 
with rage, “ Where is Mrs. Sparkleton ! — 
where is my husband, you vile woman,- 
you ! ShW me where they are, or I will 
— I will call in the police ! I will have 
them up before the Lord Mayor ! Let me 
-see them this moment, you wretch, you ! 
— ^you wicked French vroman ! — you dis- 
graceful creature, you! You deserve to 
be indicted, and you shall be, for harbour- 
ing such monstei’s !” 

Madame Millefleurs’ llettcr judgment 
,«aidii.-?elf possession almost d&erted her in 
this dreadful exigency; for, coupling the 
apparition of the jealous vjife with that of 
Charity Green, she had little doubt that 
the interview between Lord Fi^tzhauton 
and M^rs. *Sparkleton, under her roof, was 
discovered, arfd viewed in a very unplea- 
sant light. But her genius only deserved 
her for a moment. “ Ah, miladi I — what 
for tant de colere 1 They scrutinise my 
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accoijnts together in the Salon de Coiffure 1 
— milor pay me ; and they demand of 
me, — ‘ Dd» not mention it, because Ma- 
dame wishes no one to know she is forced 
to borrow of milor !’ ” 

“ Show me to them — I’ll account with 
them !” returned Lady Fitzhauton. 

“I strongly advise you, Madame, to let 
her ladyship witness, with her own eyes, 
the perfectly harmless nature of this in- 
terview,” said Deville, in his calm, mock- 
ing tones. 

“ Dis young personne can witness !’ Ah, 
miss, do you, nc^t bring lace to show, to 
Madame Spatk at dis moment?” jaiiLthe- 
modiste, turnihg with sf very altered 
visage, to Charity Green. 

“ To save hor, as you said, from ruin 
and degradation?” chimed in the viscount. 

“ She ! — rwho are you, woman ?*— Cljarity 
Green!” exclaimed Lady Fitzhauton, in 
e: 5 ^eme surprise. “ Why, you told me 
yourself about them ! You told me they 
meant to behave to me as tliey have done 
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— ^to cheat me, to make a fool of, me! 
And I know what you want now with 
y 9 ur falser^vidence ih her faV6ur! You 
want her to marry Midas, that you may 
bring your action against him! But I 
know the Salon de Coiffure, — I’ll find 
them, if they kill mej” 

And Lady Fitzhaujton flew out of the 
>room in a delirium of rage, which gave 
every reason to apprehend the worst con- 
sequences, if not to herself, from herself. 
Madame Millefleurs stood petrified; Lord 
Deville did not offer to move; and only 
Charity Green darted out^after the furious 
endeavoiw to prevedt the tragical 
consequences ’ft hich might well be appre- 
hended. But she only reaj^ed the bottom 
of the stairs, down which Lady Fitzhau- 
ton had rushed, with, apparentljj, a good 
fcno'v^edge of the topography of the house, 
at the instant* when her ladyship dadied 
open the door of the Salon de Coiffure ; dhd 
there, indeed, at a central table of many, 
all covered with bonnets and caps, and 
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artificial flowers innumerable, sate Mrs. 
Sparkleton — ^the books of the firm open 
before he?, ’tfind het own veigp^ong ac- 
counts scattered over the board. And that 
would have been all very well, only Lord 
Fitzhauton was kneeling quite cdosely at 
her feet, with both Jier hands* clasped in 
his — one of his arnjs around her waist — 
and pouring foi’th some wild rhapsoay 
intenningled with still wilder kisses, to 
which Mrs. Sparkleton, who was weeping 
profusely, seemed to have resigned her- 
self! Lady Fitzhauton had the pleasure 
to catch the, fo^owing words, for the ac- 
countants v^re too iquch glbsiislieiLjtft 
notice her entry at the' first moment, 
violent as itlrwas: — “Nay, you cannot, 
you shall not, <any longer deny that you 
love mf* * Love dimples aU your smiles — 
sparkles in your eyes — waves in, your 
tresses — makes all your movements music 
— ^brakes an atmosphere of roses wherever 
you are! Only say it, — only confess it, 
— say, ‘ Charles, 1 love you !’ ” 
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“ Yes, Charles, I do love you ! , But 
leave me ; you will destroy me ! Do you 
not love -Hie too? It is aU i ask! — ^love 
me better than all the world 

“A million, million times! I would 
say so i^iore the universe with pride; 
and ” - 

“ Will you say so beibre me, you wicked, 
^cked wretch! you traitor! you vile 
man !” said a voice, half inarticulate with 
passion; and a form appeared, infinitely 
little expected, and infinitely less desired, 
at this moment. As was but polite, both 
parties arose to receive^ thg visitor, but 
■yrith a n. .in^tantaiieous start,*and a fixity 
of position and'look, when'ihey had risen, 
not usually remarked in *good society. 
We really do not think that Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton’s bust of fine Carrara marble, which 
her enamoured spouse caused to be exe- 
cuted, looked inuch whiter or more rigid 
than herself on this memorable occasit^, 
which she would by no means have 
selected to sit lor her likeness in. 
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Soipetjiing vulgar would have followed ; 
— ^yes, Lady Fitzhauton, without aijy-*«5n- 
ner of dovih^ would* have flown at Mbs. 
Sparkleton; she would have scratched her, 
tom her bonnet, and, in fact, bemauled her 
— as if she had not been the Hont)urable 
Mrs. Sparkleton — as if she hersdlf had not 
been the Right Honourable Lady Fitzhau- 
ton — ^but simply a jealous woman and her 
rival, in that inferior class of society which 
takes its name from the merchandise it 
sells, which merchandise is fish. Some- 
thing vulgar Avould most decidedly have 
happened, on ^nej side at leasf ^ for Mrs. 
Sparkleton mi^ht be consideredrsfSTWs tjt 
combat in one sdhse, with t<?fror and sur- 
prise — if Lord^^ltzhauton had not m- 
covered his self-possession in time to rush 
between the belligerents — ^this attacking 
England, ana this defenceless • Greece ! 
He managed to catch Lady Fitzhauton 
in Ms arms in her onward rush, and to 
hold her. “ My dear Lad^ Fitzhauton, 
listen to reason! What is the matter? 

yoL. IIJ# L 
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We are only looking over some, long ac- 
cdtini” which ” 

f “ Yes^rom the time you'Vfere in Paris, 
from the time you' were in Paris! Let 
me go ! Papa ! — Mamma ! — Lord Deville ! 
— ^let the go 1” shrieked I^ady Fitzhauton. 

“ My dearest, I do assure you, on my 

honour as a gentleman ” 

0, madame, believe me — on my honneur, 
you may believe me,-v-I am most respect- 
able /” said Madame Millefleurs, who had 
now rushed in. 

“ I will believe nobody. I will believe 
my own eyes and myfown ears! I will 
1tilfilei-l« 

“Mrs. Sparkleton, mMce your escape, 
pray ; leave me to explajfrmatters, or this 
violent woman will be aft you !” said Fitz- 
hauton, excessively agitated, srad obliged 
to -exeft all his strength to restrain his 
wife’s fury. 

“Oh, yes, yes; let there be -no fracas 
in 'ray hojise — ^no combatr implored 
Madame Millefleurs. 
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“ L 9 .d 3 ^ Fitzliauton, in the name of 
heaven! . . faltered Mrs. Spa^slettJh, 
“Do not ct»fldemn Ae because appear- 
ances. ... It vras imprudent indeed to 
borrow money of your husband — ^but my 
railway speculations — T can make it clearly 
appear — it was neceseary to exljjlain for 
what reasons ” 

“You had bcitter go, Geraldine!” inter- 
rupted Lord Fitzhauton. “ This mad 
woman never had a particle of reason in 
her quietest moments — and now — I really 
can’t hold her if you don’t go !” 

“ I will explain* all, the moijieht Ijady 
Fitzhauton — began Mrs. Sparitbwton. 

“ For God’s S8<ke go, ma’An, or she will 
kill herself in ^J^is paroxysm of fury,” 
implored Charity? 

“ No, sl|p will not kill herself — no, she 
will not oblige her husband and fnends so 
' much !” returned Lady FitzBauton, "iwith 
irontbal fury. “ Don’t, fancy it, Miss 
’Gxeen ! She will live to take her revenge 1 
— to expose this fine lady — this duke% 
L 2 
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granddaughter — to the , scorp pf the 
I’ll be divorced in the House of 
Ijords, ^d everybody will Be*«ure to read 
that in the papers,-!— so be sure and take 
in the Mwning Post the day after to- 
niorr(5Sv, Mrs. Sparkleton!” 

“Don't drive tl»em to desperation! — 
Dady Fitzhauton, censider !” said Charity 
Green. “ Do go, Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
I’ll try and soothe her, and reason with 
her, to forgive you, if you will promise 
never to speak to him again.” 

“ I will — I do — best of creatures ! I’ll 
give you a thousand p^/unds — anything — 
df ywu- «411 1” said Mrs. Spiirkleton, almost 
out of her selises with fdi^r and confusion ; 
and, finding that ther^Afvas no hope of 
obtaining a hearing, she complied with 
the very general desire of thf;i company, 
and, with a look of speechless despair and 
entreaty at ‘Lady Fitzhauton, which might 
have moved to .mercy any fury bulf^that 
of jealousy, clasping her hands, wringing 
them, and bursting into a frenzy of hys- 
teric grief, she made her exit. 
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She . b^ieved. afterwards — her senses 
were so disordered — ^that she was 
lunatic for lome moiAents, during which 
she thought she distinctly heard the voice 
of Lord Deville as she passed an ^en door 
in her flight, saying, in an equable and 
calm tone, to the young French ^irl who 
had remained in attendance on liim.^ 
“ Yes, that oriental gai*b Avill admirably 
suit the dark and somewhat Hebrew 
character of the lady Jemima’s beauty, 
who wishes to personate the late Sir 
Walter Scott’s liebecca. Her younger 
sister will go the Morning Star; her 

mother ” but fixe rest of the*'«eKtwice 

was npt heard bj/Mrs. Spai’lvleton. 

Meanwhile hjh, escape had added to 
Lady Fit/.hxiuton’* exasperation, and she 
burst intd such a torrent of positively 
abusive words and epithets at her husband, 
that, culpable as he was, his own naturally 
violelPh: and headstrong sjxirit was roused 
to equal exasperation. vain did 

Charity Green and Madame Millefleurs 
end^vour, by interposing all soils of 
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arguments and entreaties, to ca^ them. 
Htxshand and wife were alike deaf to 
<Sounsei^or implorafion; and *^Fitzhauton, 
who had at first endeavoured to appease 
his consort with apologies and promises, 
now aSciswered her reproaches and threats 
with defiance and seom. And as soon as 
hftfelt assured of Mrs. Sparkleton’s safety, 
he lost all regard for decency or command 
over his temper; and telling her ladyship 
— entering into the spirit of one of her 
menaces — that the sooner she released 
him from bonds he detested, by procuring 
a divorce, ►the better, h^ flung out of the 
■'TOOin;*tiwd out of the house. Then, find- 
ing no object'left on whicli to wreak her 
wrath, and overcome by.^e passions thus 
deprived of vent, Lady Fitzliauton fainted 
away in the arms of Charity Gteen. 

Mada^me Millefleurs protesting, in ac- 
cents of despair, that she was ruined for 
ever — that her reputation was dest^yed 
i — that no lady would dare ever again set 
foot in her house — ^rendered but very little 
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assistance. N evertheless Charity managed 
to get Lady Fitzhauton to a sofa, where 
she sunk back insensible, and then applied 
herself to give her all the assistance pos- 
sible. She knew that Lady Fitzhauton 
always carried a smelling-bbttig, and 
sought for it in he^ pocket; and, while 
rummaging, an unex^pected and undesired 
ally appeared in the person of Ijorc^' 
Deville. But he set himself to work with 
such activity and judgment, in reviving 
Lady Fitzhauton, that Charity could not 
well express any dissatisfaction. Only, 
when her lat^ship revived, she Avas both 
disgusted and ^rprised with *tjt,9 ^profu- 
sion and care^ng familiarity of the vis- 
count’s kind ^tentions. 

“ Thank Gfod, she revives ! her beautiful 
eyes beajpi once more upon me ! — Dearest, 
live, if for no other reason thaij that you 
may not kill me too !” he exclaimed, seat- 
ing himself beside her, and supporting her 
with his arm, so that her head rested on 
his shoulder. “ Believe nie, there is still 
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one heart •wholly yours, -wholly de^voted to 
youl _ S-weetcst. he is un-worthy of a single 
one of these -precious tears— ^ceasc, then, 
to -weep, I beseech you !” 

“ 0, Lord Deville, was ever any person 
treatedrf.s I am?” sobbed Lady Fitzhauton. 

And now, veiy likely he is gone to run 
away with her 1” 

“ Not if you will take my advice — if 

you AviU recal him to you by moderation, 

by kindness, by forgiveness!” interposed 

Charity. “ Only go home, dear Lady Fitz- 

hauton, and send mo to him with some 
♦ 

message of the sort, and I know he will 
returnjt^ipu very gladly^J’ ' 

“You are in^the conspki^acy, too, you 
ungrateful creature, you I’^^retorted the 
wrongheaded peeress. “And it is hor- 
rible of you, after all we have tone for 
you ; ^ after feeding, and clothing, and 
sheltering you* for I don’t know how many 
years, to turn like a serpent and stiGg 
one cousin, in order that you may rob the 
other! But Midas shall never marry her; 
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I will inake her infamous wherever she- 
goes !” 

Charity •wVis silent^ but Madame MiHp- 
fleurs made amende. “ Ah, of what 
consequence is it to be innocente in this 
culpable world?” she exclaimed, It is 
all one grande mepieise — for dere is no 
affaire with milor and Madame.” 

“You do not know her; you are verym 
innocent, Madame Millcfleurs, and judge 
from the innocence of your oivn heart,” 
replied his lordsliip, ironically. “ You can- 
not tell how deceitful women are, being 
one youreelf Hi 

“To spiks6 oyMadaiqe — so good.to all 
the world !” we^ Millefleiws. 

“ Too goodyqr me, then,” said Deville, 
with a bittel^mile. 

“Non,imilor! she is no better den she 
should be !” replied the marchaade, jsvith 
zealous vivacity. 

•Ha, ha, your random bolt has, I be- 
lieve, hit the mark,” said his lordship, 
with a studied air of gloom. “ But I 
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h3,ve a right, Madame Millefleurs — mark 
you, a right! — to obtain a confirmation 
of the dreadful suspicions whiEhthis scene 
has forced upon me ! , I had 'some reason 
to believe myself an acceptable suitor to 
Mrs. .^arideton — as all the world is 
aware — and I requesj; to be allowed a few 
minutes private audiepce "with Lady Fitz- 
hauton, to ascertain the reason of her con- 
duct, and decide upon my own.” 

“ But la jalousie wehr always yellow 
spectacles — show all things yellow! — Do 
not look through them, inilor !” entreated 
the modiste. 

“ Lga'ttft.me to form A ny own conclu- 
sions, or I shall imagineVou have some 
culpable collusion in thisyextraordinary 
affair!” said DeviUe, vpth'’ vehemence. 
“ Leave me to compare notes \^?.th Lord 
Fitzhauton’s wife, and no longer torment 
me with your-presence !” 

“ Come, mademoiselle ! — ^you can httar 
tetnoignage all was right — andyou will take 
n glass of wine' with me ! I render homage 
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to de integrity of your motifs !” exclaimed 
Madame Millefleurs, gracefully offering 
lier hand»t& Charity Green, as if to esjort 
her honourably from the apartment. But 
Charity did not so readily accept the olive 
branch. 

“My motives aij3 my own* — I do not 
ask any one to beaj" witness to their righ^ 
fulness. But I will not leave this lady, 
my cousin, until I see her in some safe 
protection !” she*said, with an enei'gy and 
determination of Avliich she did not usually 
exhibit any signs. 

“ I am m safe protection] — Lord De- 
vUle >vill pfotj^t me;,,wiU you not, my 
lord?” said pady Fitzbauton, with the 
implicit co^ jleuce of the sheep in the 
shepherd^rao«feeds to devour it. 

“ my life, dearest one !” 

“ And I am not your cousin at ^ ! I 
told you so when you disgAced the feraily 
by going to that bazaar ; and although 
your mother was mamma’s sister, it is 
nothing to me,” said Lady Fitzhauton. 
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“ So, go; for I want nothing with, you — 
and I want to speak with Lord Deville, 
thai^ I may know hbw to '•'bfing the 
wretches to punishment.” 

“ Cousin or none, I declare before 
Heaven’^nd all who hear me, that I wiB 
not leave ycfti for a sivgle instant until I 
have placed you under your father s care !” 
returned Charity, with surpi’ising firm- 
ness. “ Then, you can hold what confe- 
rence you please with Lord Deville ; but, 
until then, I will not stir an inch from 
your side, and I will scream mui'der if any 
one attempts .to make me !? 

“ What k your, reason^ foV this very 
singular resolution, madanr|” said Lord 
Deville, drawing himself to full height, 
and putting all the terrors of a ^.'•andalum 
Magnatum into his aristocratic 'ptysio- 
gnomy. But the attempt to overawe only 
roused Charit/s indignation to a less 
governable heat. 

“ What is my reason ! — Dare you ask 
it, sir, when I have seen you ‘from the 
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very beginning of your acquaintance doing 
all you possibly could to set Lady Fitz- 
hauton «.gainst ter husband — ^with no 
good intention, I atn sure, to herself!” 

Lord Deville was considerably struck, 
ns well with the words, asViti^the im- 
moveable determination which charac- 
terized the look and attitude of Charily 
Oreen. His lordship’s knowledge of man- 
kind was too profound for him not to 
•conclude, that n*ow this seemingly soft and' 
wavering character had stiffened, like 
water into ice, its impressions, whatever 
they were,«ivould not easily ^be removed. 

“ Yes, this ^oung ^OD^an *is most de- 
cidedly in the conspiracy against you — 
but she is ^ight, in one sense,” he ob- 
served, a> pause. “ It may, perhaps, 
be bii^iil^, my dearest Lady Fitzhauton, 
that our explanation should take place in 
your kind mother’s presence. She, at hmt, 
Sispects no ill of me! I will not even 
hand you to your carriage, lest a breath 
should countenance this unfeeling woman’s 
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aspersions ! But in the afternoon, I will 
do myself the very great honour and hap- 
pinps of seeing you at- Putneyt”'’ 

“ Yes, for I will never go home again, 
until he begs me on his knees to do so ! — 
And I-*'ill expose her everywhere this 
very instant — but Miss Green shall not go 
with me !” 

t.^‘But I WILL, Lady Fitzhauton! you 
shall not hinder me ! If you will not let 
me go home with you, 1 will take a cab 
and follow your carriage until I see you 
fairly In! What might people say or 
think if you ,were left in thisr house with 
this wicked man?”, returned Charity. 

“ Helas I ma imputation Nf sighed Ma- 
dame Millefleurs. “ No oiysyshall stay in 
it! — Cleave my house, aU do woild !” 

Finding at last that Charity waMnflex- 
ibly b^ht on seeing her cousin safely home, 
thw^viscount thought it best to seem to 
aid in her purpose ; and, with much prft’- 
Suaskm, he finally prevailed oh Lady 
Fitsshaaaton, though with very great re- 
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luctajicg, to accept the proposed escort, 
and even to allow Charity a place in her 
carriage. • This conSession had the uspal 
effect on the simple goodness of the lat- 
ter’s heart, and made her almost doubt 
whether her suspicions had not wronged 
Lord Deville. The cautious *peer even 
refrained, as he had said, from handing 
Lady Fitzhauton to her carriage — into 
Green followed her in pro* 
found silence, aAer witnessing a parting 
which restored her apprehensions to their 
fullest strength. 


Avhich Charity 
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CHAPTER VII. 

During a considerable portion of the 
journey, Lady Fitzhautbn took no notice 
of her companion, who modestly sat with 
her back to the horses, and as much out 
of her sight as possible, inrthe opposite 
comer of fhe vehicle. Hbr ladyship spent 
the time chiefly in ejaevtfations against 
“ the wretch,” and in terriUe menaces of 
how she would “ do her tri^^or her” at 
court, so that she should never dare 
to show ,her face at a drawing-room — 
iS£iS.QT get another invitation to a state- 
ball — to the royal theatricals, or royal 
concerts — or anything respectable of any 
aort, anywhere ! or else she remained in a 
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sullen. Hi of silence — which was greatly 
preferred by Charity^Green, who feared 
the coachmlni and footman were auditors 
of much that was said. 

At last it occurred to her ladyship to 
inquire by what means Miss Greennad 
made one in the recent scene, and how 
she dared pretend to bear witness, -ai^ 
Madame Millefleurs had said, to the pro- 
priety of the interview between Lord 
Fitzhauton and “ that wretch ?” Charity 
calmly replied, that she had borne no such 
testimony, and thought it was on the con- 
trary a very ^ong and foolish thing for 
them to meet. !^t, unwilling to enrage 
Lady Fitzhauto^farther agSinst her rival, 
she quietly, resolutely, persisted in 
refusing Kbw she happened to be 

in at th^etection. 

This refusal obtained her an inVitatmn 
into the Gullibull imansion, which she^ 
wou® probably noA otherwise have re- 
ceived. “ Then I am determined, since 
you have come,so far, whether I will or 

VOL. III. M 
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not, that you shall go in, and we phaU soon 
see whether you wiU dare to hide the truth 
from mamma!” 

Charity would fifin have declined; she 
feared, in^ the delicacy of her sentunents, 
thaSTft would seem as if she came to enjoy 
the humiliation and discomfiture of the 
.jrel^itiyes who had treated her so iU. But 
the obstinacy of Lady Fitzhauton, and her 
own dislike to excitins; observation, forced 
her to comply; and, with a throbbing 
heart, she once more inoi’.nted those 
grandly carpeted stairs to Mrs. GnUibull’s 
presence,.' 

No other pevsonagdt v^buld have had 
much chance'of obtaining admittance to 
it on this day. Mrs. (ivl^ull was super- 
intending the most extensiwS^reparations 
for a ball which she meant to in cele- 
bnatioir of the first anniversary of her 
“daughter’s ’wedding-day. Her drawing- 
rooms were in the |mnds of upholsflbrers, 
wdio were epgaged-in re-gilding the orna- 
mental cornices, ahd in :§xing some arti- 
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clco of ^lendid luxury in the shape of 
mirror-blinds of the finest plate-glass, 
which, behi^ drawn at night, would 
multiply the illuminations and coup-d’ceU 
in every direction. Assisted by a com- 
petent stalf of housemaids, Mrs. GufflbuU 
was personally engaged in trying the effect 
of various patterns of satin-damask orjilifl 
furniture it was to cover. 

“ Lawkamercy, Ann, is that you? and, 
goodness gracious me! is that Charity 
with you?” exclaimed Mrs. Gullibull, in 
very great surprise. “ Well, 1 thought 
she d come tt^her senses, by and by, on 
bread and wStej^. It’s Jkind enough of 
you to take hcr#)art, howler ; and as she 
may be usefunQ,Juc just at present, if she 
will proi uiig to* be a good girl hence- 
forth— 

“ 0, mamma, do let me speak to you 
by yourself! I have something to tcii' 
you,** interrupted l\dy Fitzhauton, gasp- 
ingly- 

“ Well, but the mica’s waiting, and I 

M 
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want to decide. Give me your , candid 
opinion on these damasks, Ann, for it’s for 
» feete on your we^ding-da^, 'and I want 
something that will suit Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
complexion, too, as she’s to have it all by 
anSlTiy.” 

“ Don’t speak ofdicr, mamma; it makes 
-met sick to hear her* mentioned. Oh, she 
has turned out such a wretch that ” 

“ But do go with your mamma into the 
next room before you tell her anything !” 
interposed Charity. 

“ MTiy, lawkadaisy, what can it be ?” 
ejaculated Mrs. Gullibuilf" getting much 
alarmed, as she, obseJs^ed the agitation 
and paleness of the tw(^ young women. 
“ What’s the matter? Dqto’t break it to 
me too suddenly — ^but whaKs it? Is his 
lordship pitched oflF that viciou^'brute of 
his> that he will ride in spite of every 
'tine?” 

Lady Fitzhauton made no reply,«‘until 
they walked into /the next chamber — 
once the loft oveP a stable, now trans- 
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formed.' into a magnificent boudoir. But 
the moment tliey had entered, almost be- 
fore Charit}» cbuld clo'se the door on the 
marvelling upholsterebs, she burst into a 
renewed hysterical flood of tear^ exclaim- 
ing, “ 0, mamma, mamma, you caiihot 
teU how I have been served ; and after all 
papa has done for him !” 

“ Do tell me what’s the matter ! tell me, 
Charit}', for I do feel as if I should have 
a ’plexy or the rhevimatis’ in my back, if 
you don’t speak out at once !” exclaimed 
Mrs. Gullibull. 

“ It is something about Lord Kitzhauton 
and Mrs. SparKlet<)n,” said the charitable 
Charity, soothingly. “ Xhe^Kmet to arrange 
.^.ome afiairs rather privafely, at your dress- 
maker’s, ma’ Ai, afid Lady Fitzhauton did 
not like^C” 

“ O, mamma, she is as bad as they are, 
to want to gloss over things in that way I*’ 
cried *Lady Fitzhauton ; and largely inter- 
mingling her narrawve wi^li invective 
against her cousin, sheave a broken, but 
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sufficiently intelligibK and highly- coloured 
account of the whole affair, 

« The painter who* covered Ihe face of 
Agamemnon assistihg at the sacrifice of 
Iphigenia^from despair of expressing its 
agdfiy, took a very convenient way to 
escape trouble, whi<ffi we should be happy 
A) .imitate in Mrs. GuUibuU’s case. In- 
'deed, it would scarcely be in the power of 
colours — much less of ])en and ink — to de- 
pict the variety of emotions which rent 
her maternal bosom during the whole 
course of the narrative. The comparison 
of the lioness robbed of Ifer young, is a 
little trite, perhaps, bffi^ niight else have 
nicely served the purpos’i- of illustration. 
“ And now, mamma!” ^concluded Lady 
Fitzhauton, “ I only wafit y6s^to help me 
in one thing; I waitt you toStave me 
divorced, and get me my fortune back 
■flgain — ;for f hate himao, I shall never en- 
dure the sight of hin^again !” 

“ Oh, the slut, thftfcreature ! Who ever 
would have thougljc it! — The honourable 
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Mrs. Sparldeton, indeed! — And to do us 
all so — ^my poor boy, too I — ^lie’ll die of’ a 
broken heart!” sobbed Mrs. GullibuU, as 
if she herself were in danger of a shnifar 
catastrophe. 

“But things are not so vffry bad. yet, 
ma’am,” said Charit}^ gently. “ No good 
could be done by bJa^sting Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton’s character. There is no great Kari^ 
done yet, and peidiaps ii — if Mr. Midas 
would marry Mn?. Sparkleton ” 

“ How dare you talk of my brother 
marrying sucli a creature?” interrupted 
Lady Fitzhejiton, furiously.^ “Do you 
think he is suclj' a mean-spirite*d creature 
as yourself, th,at will ta^ up with every- 
body’s leavings? — Sh^^nly comes to in- 
sult us, mar-iuna, and to make fun of our 
mise^l^She only wants Midas to marry 
that she may bring her action — ^nd that is 
why she puts herself forward as a c qye:gi 
slu^; for Mrs. sWkleton ! — I teU you, 
mamma, that, besi<^s, Mrs. Sparkleton was 
always making a fc*l of you behind your 
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back, and laughing and mimicking you, 
even when I was there !” 

“ Law, my dear, what could the woman 
find to mimic in me?” said Mrs. GuUibull, 
with much increased indignation. “ But 
if there’s justice to be had for love or 
money, you shall have it ! — And as for the 
person there, that ha,s the conscience to 
§peak up for a creature of that sort, it 
convinces me that she is very little better 
herself! And so I should like to know, 
miss, what business you have in my house, 
after • I had p’ruinptory bid you never 
darken my doorstone again ?i’ 

“ She fof ced herself upop me, mamma — 
I could not possibly get rii^ of her!” eja- 
culated Lady Fitznp.uton. 

“ It is true — I would ^nofr'^ave you 
until I saw you safe froip the snare.^gf the 
wicked m^n who intends to make you as 
l:d.. or a good deal wofse, than Mrs. 
Sparkleton!” said Ch^ity, with ranch 
emotion. “ I am goin/ now, Mrs. GuUi- 
bull; but, before I g//, I solemnly warn 
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you not, to suffer that Lord Deville to 
have any access to your daughter — ever 
to see her*-^for 1 am more convinced 
than ever that he has a bad design upor 
her!” 

“ O, mamma ! do you hear that ?-^sh( 
Avill sell herself to tli 4 )se wretches to beai 
false witness against ane, that 1 may nevei 
get a divorce, or marry again !” 

“ It’s all of a piece with the rest of hei 
scandalous behavi(?ur !” shouted Mrs. Gul- 
libuU. “ She set that old fool, Bagshawe, 
against the Avhole family, and poor Midas 
in particular. • She’s the artfuUest slut 
that ever lived* — I’ll say ib — though it was 
my folly encoui;aged her m her poisonous 
doings so long ; £or Bagimawe himself had 
the impudence to»tell me that he proposed 
to her,^nd that sho rejected him — I have 
no doubt, purely to insult us, because; he 
was a friend of ours, and to feet us all 
the <»rs ; for wouldX any poor girl in her 

senses Quit my muse this instant, you 

wicked ffirl. for it wasVou that caused the 
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whole quarrel ! And if ever you d^ire to 
enter it again " 

.“Heyday! what’s all this “blustering 
about?” interrupted a personage, who 
entered the apartment at this moment, 
rathfer hastily, hearing the voice of Mrs. 
GullibuU raised to se excited a pitch. It 
was. Alderman GullibuU; and, agitated as 
she was. Charity could not help noticing, 
with surprise and sorrow, the careworn, 
haggard look of her usually jolly and 
cheerful uncle. “ What ! are you pegging 
into Charity Green, if she has had the 
goodness to come home again?” he eom 
tinued — “ Never, mind the old woman. 
Charity, my lai^s, 1 am heartily glad to 
see you home to uif — for Jiome heneeforth 
you shall find it in readity — at^ least as 
long as I have a home't;o offer anj^one!” 

Charity' was deeply touched with the 
liiadness of £his welcome, and yet struck 
ominously with the /conduding words. 
But she-vyas s^ved thrfnecessity of replying. 

“Then, dl I can sj(y, feither,” said Midas, 
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who followed up, only delayed a few mo- 
ments at the bottom of the stairs to have 
his boots ducted — “ all I can say is, thaj if 
she stays in the houfee, I'U leave it.” 

“ You can do just as you jdease, sir; I 
am tired of yourdictation — I wUlbemaster 
in my OAvn house, a»long as 1 have one!” 
said the alderman,* in a high and^^en 
fierce tonfc. “ Wlio the deuce are yo», 
that you should take upon you to order 
who shall be in my house and who shall 
be out? It is quite sutficient, I should 
think, to be annoyed with your perpetual 
poking, and *prying, and interference in 
the business* without submitting to your 
impertinence here !” y 

Disputes, not unfr€quently amounting 
to the .dignity "of quarrels, were of late 
pretty common between the father and son ; 
but Midas had not yet heard ‘his fiither 
speak in so decMed and deeply ang€5fei? 
a fcne to him! ^His own lowered very 
perceptibly ; and, t^ue to hjs character, he 
turned his baflled ipsolence on Charity 
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Green. “ It is all that mischief-maker ! — 
she is never happy hut when she has 
caused people to quarrel oiw way or 
another about her! — You can do as you 
like, sir, of course, in your own house; 
but Mrs. liparkleton shall marry me 
directly, or I’ll cut her ; and then I’ll have 
one of my oivn, where < only people I like 
stall come!” 

“ Y ou will never marry Mi's. Sparkle- 
ton, Midas, or you will prove yourself the 
meanest fellow that ever lived !” said 
Lady Fitzhauton. “ Papa, you shall have 
all my money back again, if you will only 
get me a divorce; — ^unless I ‘should ever 
marry again!” 

“ Get your money back ^gain, indeed !” 
repeated the alderman, with a most un- 
wonted degree of scornful gloom— Get 
your jncney back again! — when the line 
ge«4leman you^have maiyied told me the 
other day he did not kno^ where to lay his 
hands on a thousand wunds, if it would 
save his soul ! I wante* to borrow that, and 
he hadn’t it — or pretended he hadn’t !” 
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“ 3ui he could find as much money as 
Mrs. Sparkleton wanted ! — ^no, that must 
have been ^ fib — a dreadful fib — alto- 
gether!” exclaimed liady Fitzhauton. 

“ It must be a lie I” thundered Midas. 
“ Mrs. Sparkleton can’t want money, for I 
lent her six thousand pounds the other 
day to buy some ‘land, that mad e , h er 
estate worth at least ten thousand more F’ 

“ She has swindled you out of it, per- 
haps, then, Midas, for she is capable of 
anything,” said Lady Fitzhauton. 

“ Mother, why don’t you speak for 
Mrs. Sparkleton? Why do you let your 
daughter be ^ilways abusing my intended ? 
Is she everything, and ^othing to you ?” 
exclaimed Mid8.s, fuDidusly. 

“ Never think of her again, my dear 
boy, she’s the horridest, the wickedest, 
the most dreadful woman I ever heard 
of ; and I’d rather you marfied a cros3!!ii^>>’ 
swweper, or a scullion — I would I” returned 
the mother; and she and^ her daughter 
both rushed into a simultaneous explana- 
tipn of this seemingly harsh judgment of 
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the intended bride, which for some time 
rendered it an incoherent rhapsody of ac- 
cusation and vengeful rcsolyfesi Enough 
was, however, sufficiently clear to strike 
both the new auditors ■with profound 
dismay; and they stared at one another 
in silent amazement — ^while Charity en- 
deavoured, by softening, explaining, and 
excusing, to put things in the mildest 
light of which they were still capable. 

The effect of the intelligence was even 
more remarkable on the father than on 
the bridegroom-elect. He turned ghastly 
pale, and, etaggering bad:* into a chair, 
exclaimed — “ Then the ganfe is up with 
me, too ! I depended on Mrs. Sparkleton 
to take up som^'bills ,which fall im- 
mediately due — and I Cannot obtain a 
single farthing in anj ’other dir^^ction! 
Midas, I am afraid, if this is true, I shall 
Tbe'^bliged to stop payihent in less than 
three days, for she won’t, of course, tend 
me any further assistance !” 

Midas stared, as, a man that beholds 
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the first heavings of an earthquake, and 
knows not whither to fly — while Mrs. 
GuUibull ai*d her daughter looked at the 
husband and father ‘with an expression of 
utter incredulity, more painful to his 
feelings than any ebullition T>f anger or 
surprise. 

“You don’t moan for to say, John!^ 
— you can't mean for to say, JoEiT!-*- 
that you are in any danger of turning 
bankrupt ?” gulped Mrs. GuUibull, at 
last. 

“ My banker refuses to lend me another 
stiver on all the railway scrip, in his pos- 
session — seventy thousand pounds — and 
wiU not lend me a barg five thousand!” 
returned the alderuq^iq in agony ; “ and 
that is known tUl over the city. Lawless 
has ^old me t(f pay liis court to a man 
that would have lent me money but for 
him, and whom 3|e keeps fcir his own*ise! 
And that’s the reason, Betsy, why I re- 
fused the cheque this morning for the new 
chandeliers. You must make up your 
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minds to endure it all as you caji; — but I 
am a ruined man !” 

But you needn’t rain me, Coo, father; 
you might let me have a chance to save 
myself, at least. Perhaps I might get 
you out of the hobble, too!”" exclaimed 
Midas. 

“How could you -do that? — I want 
three thousand pounds this week!” re- 
turned the father. 

“ Well, if I could onlj^ get her to marry 
me — and if you would not let out as long 
as y6u could, I think she would, now, — I 
would — I try and raise money on 

her property,” said Midas;- “or I could 
get my own six thousand back, at least !” 

“ Pho ! — she bdtjowed ,^t to give me to 
pay for her railway shar-es — in most ex- 
cellent lines — not those'' that are.,„going 
dowg.!’’ said the alderman, in broken 
•to»2S, ashamed to own, ^ven yet, the full 
measure of his defalcations. p 

“What a cheat she must be, then!” 
returned Midas, after a pause of utter 
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amazcmant. “ And you, sir, too, what a 
— ^'.vhat a — what a — you are a cheat, too, 
father, to hS,vc encouraged her to rob me 
of my money ! I’ll bring an action against 
you both! I won’t be robbed of my 
money ! — or else you can give me a lien 
over the Baltic wheat in the warehouse, 
and sign a dissolufion of jiartnerstiih 
which we’ll date six months ago, if you 
think you really must go. It will save 
something from the -wi'cck!” 

“ I will not, I will not ; I have wronged 
my creditors sufficiently, — they shall have 
every halfpenny I have in thb, world — 
every vestige of property*!” returned the 
old man, in a high tone/ “Betsy, you 
and I spent oui» earl^’ years in poverty 
together, and so we must the close ; but 
we wilbnot disgracd ourselves by a paltiy 
roguery, to keej^ a heartless fellow like 
this son of yours ir? affluence !” 

“ #h, then, now I see the reason of it ! 
It is you that have set Mrs. Sjiai’kleton 
against me, by continually draining money 
v«L. III. N 
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from her!” said Midjas, in a brctally de- 
fiant tone. “ But she has a good landed 
pioperty left yet, and I’ll q)eSid the last 
farthing of it but I’ll make you refund 
your shameful rogueries, old gentleman !” 

“ What ! Midas, do you mean to say 
you 'wiU marry a woman who has tried to 
sediice your sister’s husband?” exclaimed 
‘Lad)^ Fitzhauton. 

“ I don’t believe a word of it !” returned 
the brother. “ It is aU your own stupidity 
and invention; you are always talking 
against her, because you know she is 
partial tq ine, and because'’she is so hand- 
some, and beats- you hollow on the piano ! 
I will believe her before any of you; and, 
if she denies it, I’B'mariy her as soon as 
ever I can get a hcence T’ 

“ And she has a ^ood witness ready 
provided — ^here’s Charity Green wH swear 
ofl* the Bible that sh^ was to have been 
with Mrs. Sparkleton aU the time,* with 
some lace!” oaid Lady Fitzhauton, point- 
ing, with ironical bitterness, to the yofing 
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girl, who kept herself retired as much as 
possible during this disastrous series of ex- 
planations f *and when you have married 
that first-rate lady, tlic witness will bring 
her action against you, and recover what 
little you have left !” 

“Never!” said Charity Green, with 
vehemence; “ your ’brother knows t^at I 
could not if I would.” 

“ But can you really witness you were 
to have been with Mrs. Sparkleton at 
Madame Milleflcurs, with some lace, 
Charity?” said Midas. “ Only say that I , 
I know I call believe you, and so will 
other people "too, — every one will believe . 
what you say, and know .that it is all my 
sister’s mad jealousy arbout the rest.” 

All the actoi'S in this stormy scene 
turne^J, simultanecmsly towards Charity 
Green, one imploringly, one defyingly, one 
scornfully, one ifi intense curiosity, JEnd 
expectation. But with all the goodness 
and compassion of her ns^fure, Charity 
felt that she ought not and could not utter 
N 2 
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this falsehood. She did, howevei', Avhat 
she could to vaniish and cover Mrs. Spar- 
H^ton’s indiscretion. “ I know very well, 
at least,” she said, “ that they were to 
meet about some money matters. Madame 
Millefleurs declared that Lord Fitzhauton 
paid her bill — so he must have money; 
and why should he not lend it to his father- 
ki-law? Let Lady Fitzhauton allow me to 
make peace between them, and get him to 
lend the three thousand pounds the aider- 
man wants.” 

“ Do you think it would be possible, 
Chai'ity, there’s a dear giil?” exclaimed 
Mrs. GullibuU, , and even the almost 
despairing mercljant raised his head, and 
looked at her with r-,wakeped interest and 
hope. 

“ No, it is not possible, mamma, unless 
he cpmes to me of his own accord, and on 
hisd>ended knees ! He 's/ill be wanting me 
to promise to forgive Mrs. Sparkleton,,:and 
not expose Ijer, — winch I wiU to the 
utmost. Besides, he has no money, — I 



OE, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 181 

\ 

know that very well : he is always com- 
plaining of want of money; and why 
ought I toKlteprive myself and my husband 
of our money to keep up a grand business 
for Midas? Papa don’t care about it — I 
am sure he must be tired of working now 
— and let Midas make a fortune for him- 
self, as he did !” • 

“ I am bankrupt indeed now. I dul 
not know the meanness of my children’s 
hearts, and how little they cared for me 
until now!” said the alderman, folding 
his arms in a mood of absolute despair. 

“ Oh, cousins, you ought tatry and do 
something for him, sinc^ he has done so 
much for you,” ejaculated Charity, no 
longer able to rgpres^her feelings, 

“ And why d®n’t you do something for 
him?^’ returned Midas, sneeringly, “ 1 am 
sure you have a precious sight more reason 
than any of us, ft)r you wete no rchrtion 
of Jiis, and he took you in a complete beg- 
gar. I know you have the ppwer, — for you 
could easily get Mr. Bagshawe to do any- 
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tMng — -at least, so I hear ! And if my 
father had three thousand pounds, he 
CQuld meet his bills, and we Should all be 
saved.” 

“ Do you think you could. Charity, get . 
me this loan, in God’s name?” exclaimed 
the alderman, starting up with the utmost 
vivacity of hope. “ It would save me, if 
5 ’^ou could ! I have hundreds of thousands 
of pounds looked up in railways, and if I 
could only get time, I feould do wonders ! 

I wiU pay you twenty per cent., thirty per 
cent.", anything you like to charge, and I 
will always consider that Dowed my pre- 
servation to the, kind little orphan I took 
into my house, never dreaming it would 
one day prove the angel qf it !” 

“ And hasn’t your uncle always been as 
kind to you as kind can be, whateyer we 
may have done?” sobbed Mrs. GuUibuE; 
and rising, she threw beself with aU her 
weight and a mighty torrent of tears,4irto 
poor Charity’g arms, who had great diffi- 
culty in supporting the burden, but who 
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most fervently joined in tlie manifestation 
of emotion. 

“ But hg will not lend me tlie money — 
I should not *dare even to mention sucli a 
sum to him — and Mr. Bagshawe don’t 
think anything of me now — I^ave refused 
his kind offer,” said Charity, in a voice 
interrupted by sobs^ 

“ Then he is the more likely to let you 
have it, because he will think there is a 
chance for him— »and teU him my father 
will pay him seven per cent.,” exclaimed 
Midas. Charity turned from him* with 
speechless contempt — ^but her eye fell then 
upon the wgrking and wo-begone visage 
of her uncle. 

Charity had always loved her uncle, and 
honoured him irv a high degree. He alone 
had been almost yniformly kind and con- 
siderate towards her; she had felt the 
least keenly frdn» him the»misfortu]j,e of 
heij dependent condition. She honoured 
him ; his enomious wealth had surrounded 
him to the imagination of her infancy 
v^th a species of mythic grandeur. And 
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now this great and kind relative was 
almost kneeling at her feet, imploring her 
to exert a power which she yaguely felt 
slie possessed, to save him and the magni- 
ficent structure of his fortunes from ruin ! 
Her aunt joined in, with lamentations and 
intreaties, in which Charity was too much 
atfected to discern thp large admixture of 
the "ludicrous. Even Lady Eitzhauton 
deigned to join her eloquence. “ I am 
quite sure. Charity, that if you don’t, j'ou 
will be the most ungrateful wretch that 
ever dived, and eveiy one will think you 
sol” 

What follies poor Cliarity Green com- 
mitted in her time! We blush to record 
that, in spite of every conviction of her 
bettor reason — in spite of the extreme in- 
convenience she foresaw to herself from 
making any effort iri such a behalf*, with 
sucji a personage, she i-vas finally so far 
overcome by the despair and intreati^ of 
her relatives, that she promised to make 
an attempt to obtain the required redemp- 
tion-money. 
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CHAPT15R VIIL 

It must be confessed that Charity had 
no great hopes o? success in the embassy 
on which, duly primed with every species 
of promise and assurance from the alder- 
man, she set forth on the afteriioon of this 
memorable dr^y. Time was of consequence, 
and so she consented, though with reluc- 
tance, to go on her injssion in Mrs. Gulli- 
bull’s caiTiagc. 

Charity had refiised numerous invita- 
tions to go with Miss Dishnap toJ\Ir. Bag- 
shawe’s house, 'though the* former had 
twi<|2 consented to go to tea, and once to 
dinnei', won by his importunities. But 
now she went of her own accord, unasked. 
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without any very exact knowledge of the 
locality, and in a flutter of agitation which 
seemed likely to deprive her bf* the power 
to perform her task Very efficiently. 

She arrived in the beautiful suburban 

i. 

villa which Bagshawe had lately taken, 
always “for the benefit of his health,” 
but ^ which he had 'fitted up as if he 
certainly did expect it should at some 
time be occupied by a young bride, rather 
than a middle-aged valetudinary. The 
GuUibuU coachman found it at last, after 
wandering for some time among green 
lanes. In' spite of her nfervous trepida- 
tion, Charity was pleased with the beauty 
of the situation,, the neatness and elegance 
of the little mansion.— the. trim luxuriance 
of the gardens. It wets well, however, 
that she dared not hesitate undpr the 
eyes of the coachman and groom; else 
shff might have wandered for a long time 
about the house before she would have 
ventured to ^solicit the attention of its 
inmates. Her voice did tremble, and 
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audibly,* when she inquired at the gate if 
Mr. Bagshawe was at home; and when 
she heard ttllat he was, her heart gave a 
violent throb. • 

“What name, ma’am?” asked in return 
the staid, respectable, elderly, widow- 
looking woman, who* escorted her into a 
snug little parlour, handsomely furnished, 
with verandahs opening on a charming 
view, completely overspread with flower- 
ing honeysuckles.* 

“Charity Green — Miss Green, if you 
please.” The housekeeper disappeared, 
with a slightly puzzled look, and Charity 
seated herself quivering yvith expectation, 
at the window. We do not believe that 
she saw the lamjscap^ although she gazed 
over it very attentively ; but slie listened, 
as if ^er whole soul was in her ears, to any 
sound of approaching footsteps. • But the 
list slippers of the housekeeper left* no 
echf es, and she only it was who re-entered 
the apartment. The woithy woman’s 
coimtenance was changed in a few minutes, 
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and there was a very marked ejFpression 
of severity and propriety in it, which did 
nqt escape Charity’s notice, ■> 

“ Master says he is busy reading, Miss, 
and can’t be disturbed. He don’t seem 
to know milch of you,” said the house- 
keeper, in a tone as dry as if she had the 
remainder biscuit after a voyage sticking 
in her throat. 

“Oh, then. I’d bcttei’ — go,” said Charity, 
rising, in the utmost c'Onfusion ; and the 
housekeeper stood with the door in her 
hand, as if she thought so too, when Mr. 
Bagshawe’p voice was audible, calling 
doivu the stairsj— “ I say, •♦Elizabeth ! if 
it’s a Miss Green that wouldn’t come to 
tea with me the otljpr da^v, I know her — 
you can let her come up'-I” 

“ Yes, I’m the MissGKeen — ^that wotddn’t 
comp to tea the other day,” said Charity, 
eagerly ; and the astonished matron, looking 
as if she thought aU was not right — ^loopng 
almost as if she meant to give warning the 
next day, on account of the impropriety — • 
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led the to Mr. Bagshawe’s drawing- 
room — still snugger — still prettier ! — only 
that Charity A^as in too much trepidation to 
observe anything butr the master himself. 

“ Oh, so you have shaken off the old 
woman, and come by youi’self? That’s 
riglit ! — Elizabeth^ we, don’t w'ant you ! — 
don’t be frightened* this lady might at 
one time liave been mistress both of you 
and me, in an honest way — so put your 
virtue by for the'^iresent,” was !Mr. Bag- 
shawe’s greeting. “Well, Charity, what 
were you looking for in those fields 
yonder? Ilad^you dropped a, pin there 
in the grass* last midsummer? I was 
watching you all the time from this 
window, and I gaw lj,ow sorry you were 
when you found I was not at home !” 

“Yes, I was very sorry, sir; I had 
business of the greatest importance^ — I 
wanted to borroiv* some mohey of you,” 
saidpharity, with hesitation. — Bagshawe’s 
whole face brightened up, 

“How much? — a shilling?” he said, 
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drawing out his purse, and producing the 
coin ; “or is that too much ? — is it oneof the 
new threepenny bits, as they call them?” 

“No, sir; I come' to borrow — I. want 
to borrow — I am sent to borrow — three 
thousand pounds!” said Charity, herself 
starting at the sound of the words. 

“ Three thousand pounds ! — well done ! 
Make it the whole seventeen thousand at 
once, — ^but then you must take me into 
the bargain,” replied ' Mr. Bagshawe, 
without, however, discomposing a muscle. 
“ But, of course, that is what you mean ; 
and I am quite ready on illy part. I am 
sick of a bachelor life, and this house 
wants a mistress wonderfully !” 

“ Pray do not joke with me, sir — I am 
quite in earnest; I want three thousand 
pounds — ^to save alderman Gullibull, my 
poor uncle, from destruction !” said Charity, 
with great earnestness. ' “ He only wants 
that in ready money to save all his enor- 
mous fortune * Do lend it to him !” 

“Who told you so?” said Bagshawe, 
still quite calmly. 
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“ He ±old me so hiiriSelf, and I — ^believe 
him !” said Charity, bursting into tears. 

“Then J[ 'don’t, my good girl; if he 
sent you on this errand to me, it is all up 
with him,” replied Bagshawe. “But I 
don’t like to see you cry, neither, unless 
through some fault ,of my own, — and I 
should like to make you cry to prove 
that I could affect you in any manuei^! 
Don’t cry, Charity — ^for I tell you the 
game is regularly up with old GuUibull. 
There is a complete panic in the share 
market, — it is in a fever, which in d few 
days will reack a crisis most l^cely to end 
in the death »f the patient !” 

“ But he says himself, three thousand 
pounds will saije h^ — and he ought to 
know,” said Ch{i?ity Green. 

“ I know his affairs, then, better than he 

0 

does himself; for I know that nejther 
three thousand,* ^or five thousand, mor 
evef twenty thousand, - can save him ! It 
could only protract his r^dn for a few 
weeks,” replied Bagshawe; and in proof 
of .this statement he described to Charity 
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the sudden and enormous fall Avhich had 
taken place in the railway markets, in- 
volving what were well kno^Vn^ to be the 
alderman’s favourite speculations. Ru- 
mours of defalcations — of unfair dealings 
with stock — of false dividends, were rife, 
he said, which befokencd the speedy 
bursting of the gi'cat- bubble of the nine- 
teenth century. 

But Charity, faithful to her mission 
and her promises, contiiiued to plead the 
alderman’s assiiranccs, and to urge his 
great prospects in the grain market, if he 
could only meet his immediate exigencies. 
Bagshawe overr};iled this {argument, by 
Snatching up a paper, and reading the 
last Mark-lane quotations, Avhich proved 
a certain decline in that ‘produce, even to 
Charity’s unbusiness-like comprehension. 

“ ,A.nd what have they done for you that 
yo» should be so muOh concerned for 
them?” he said at last. “Turned grou 
out ; encouraged their son to maltreat you 
in the most shameful manner; and now — 
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is there «ot a drop of gall in your whole 
composition to make. ‘ oppression bitter,’ 
and reven^ sweet?” 

He looked with so much tenderness and 
admiration at Charity as he, spoke, that 
the poor girl herself half unconsciously 
perceived and used lier power. She re- 
minded BagshaAve of his former friendship 
to the GuUibull family — of all he had 
taught Midas to expect from him — and 
urged upon him tl*e great percentage the 
alderman Avas Avilling to gwc for a sum to 
relieve him from his difficulties. “ That 
only makes it t!he more certaifl he don’t 
mean to payf’ he replied, shoi'tly and 
snappishly. “ But, I suj)pose, you think 
me the most mwcenfiry old Avretch pos- 
sible ? — And so I hm, in general ! — stUl, if 
I thoi^ht he could Tepay me, I should not 
hesitate a moment. But mark rhy words 
— he never can — i^ wiU only be a paif of 
wat^ thrown into a bottomless gulph.” 

“ Oh, yes, he Avill — he Avill pay you ; I 
am certain of it !” responded Charity. 

VOL. HI. o 



194 


THE GOLD-WOUSniPPERS : 


“ Will you be his bondswoman?” said 
Bagshawe, suddenly. “ I’ll tell you what 
I’U do; and if you believe jaarself, you 
can’t hesitate. Promise you ■will marry 
me if old Qullibull don’t pay me in six 
months, and I’ll lend you the money.” 

Charity felt at once ashamed to assent, 
and ashamed to refuse assent, to this pro- 
position. It would look as if she did not 
believe herself, on the pne hand ; as if she 
were endeavouring to lure a man who had 
behaved so generously and kindly to her, 
into a snare. On the other, to engage 
herself to ‘marry as a sj)6cics of forfeit, 
shocked all her feelings ; but then, again, 
the events of the day — his insensibility to 
disgrace — had completed ^lie ruin of Midas 
in her good opinion ; white, on the contrary, 
Mr.Bagshawe never looked so little Ugly — 
in fact, sO amiable, and even attractive, as 
on^his occa^on, when^ithe warmth of the 
passion which animated him had ^ a 
manner transfigured his whole appearance. 
The most powerful motives urged her to 
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consenti— and, after a brief, internal hesi- 
tation, consent she did. 

Then J ^hope he will never pay me, 
and I wiU set about lending it as fast as 
possible,” said Bagshawe, quite joyfully. 
‘ ‘ F ourteen thousand pounds ! — W e can 
live very well upon that, for we shall not 
have a very large feimily. CharityJ” he 
continued, with great animation, “ I shall 
consider you very cheap at three thousand 
pounds ! You cifnnot think how lonely I 
am without you; I never found myself 
lonely before, though 1 have been imser- 
able all my li£5 ! In the first *place, they 
made me an •attorney against my wiU; 
and necessity, and then greediness, com- 
pelled me to prijpticc^my trade. Imagine 
what my sufFerin*gs must have been, for I 
had always a degree of conscience even at 
the iieight of my practice ! And it gave 
me such a confounded ill Opinion oj^all 
maij^ind — and womanldnd to boot — that 
until I saw you, I did not* believe there 
was anything honest or natural left under 
0 2 
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the sun ! — Let me have you, and I wish 
Midas joy of his Mrs. Sparkleton!” 

' Charity coloured deeply she had not 
mentioned a word about the recent dis- 
covery; but she Was at the moment too 
much affected with her singular lover’s 
generosity, to attempt dissuading him 
from^indulging in his hopes. Moreover, 
she so earnestly longed to preserve her 
uncle from ruin, that she did not venture 
to put the means again 'in jeopardy. 

“Elizabeth!” shouted Mr. Bagshawe, 
after a pause — “ Elizabeth I bring up the 
tea-things Miss Green hUs come to tea 
with me at last !^’ 



OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE* IN. 197 


CHAPTER IX. 

It was night when Charity arrived in 
town again. Mr? Bagshawe imagined she 
was going to Putney, in the carriage ; but 
she felt an extreme reluctance to appear 
there, as if %(f receive the tlmnks of Her 
relatives, or »to meet w^th Midas again. 
JShe therefore scribbled a hasty note, an- 
nouncing her success, which she sent on 
to Mrs. GullibuH by the footman, while 
she herself made 4;he best of her way to 
the bazaar. 

It was almost 'closing tilne, and Miss 
Di^inap received her young friend with a 
coldness, the cause of which she could not 
well divine, but soon learned. 
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“There’s a fine flourishingF renchwoinan 
been after you, I don’t know how many 
times, since you went ; but I*d®n’t advise 
you to keep such &,cquaintances. Miss 
Green ! She calls herself MiUefleurs, and 
seems to make it quite a life and death 
affair to see you to-night. .1 did not 
know^. where you had' gone; but if I had 
known, I should not ” 

As she spoke the words, Madame Mille- 
fleurs appeared bustlirig, in a state of 
great perturbation, through the stalls, 
until she reached the one occupied by the 
firiends. * 

“ Ah, I see yqu at last — «I hold you !” 
she exclaimed, literally seizing Charity as 
if to take her prisoner.* “ Come with 
me this moment; I will not relinquish 
you again till you come with me !” 

“Then; madam, whoever you are, I 
shaJi advise ‘Miss Greet to do no such 
thing,” said Miss Dishnap, steiyily* 
“ What do ypu want with her, and who 
are you — at this time of night?” 
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“Eh»quoi! you would kill miladi—. 
dame de la plus grande qualite /” exclaimed 
Madame Miflefleurs, breathlessly. “ Come, 
Mademoiselle, or Mjfdame Sparkleton will 
kill herself in an access of despair !” 

“ It is the lady who bought the lace. 
Miss Dishnap — ^but I» had much rather not 
see her — what can I do?” said Charity, in 
great distress. 

“ If it is anything about business. Chary, 
you had certainty better not keep the 
lady waiting,” said Miss Dishnap. “ I’ll 
go with you, and Mrs. Grocock wiU piit the 
things by for ils to-night.” 

“If she come at aU, %he come by her- 
self!” exclaimed Madame MiUefleurs. “ If 
she come not, %he gpmmit the suicide of 
the most beautidSt lady in dis world !” 

“ ^ win go, then, by myself, though I 
can do no good,” said Charity, yielding as 
usual to the benevolent impulse of her 
ten^r. 

“ I shall mention it to Mr Bagshawe — 
if you do. Miss Green — ^for I don’t like it !” 
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said Miss Dishnap, pettishly ; for «slie was 
not pleased at the rejection of her counte- 
nance and company. 

“ I will explain it ail to you by and by,” 
replied Charity, in some dismay. 

“ Oh, non, you must not, you cannot !” 
returned Madame Millefleurs ; and, having 
thus increased Miss Bishnap’s suspicions, 
she hurried off Charity, exclaiming, “ Dere 
is not time at all to lose every things!” 

Charity scarcely knefv where she was 
going, until she found herself in a cab, and 
heard Madame Millefleurs direct the driver 
to the street Avhere Mrs. Sjtarkleton lived. 
Nor could she ob|;aiu any very satisfactory 
infonnation from the modiste for what 
purpose she was wantecj, during their 
transit. 

On arriving, they were immediately 
shoAV/i into Mrs. Sparkleton’s drawing- 
room. Charity, who had learned to asso- 
ciate this lady’s idea only with thoughts 
of triumph an4 gaiety, was, indeed, power- 
fully struck when she first beheld her on 
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this inteiwdew. She was lying on a sofa, 
vainly affecting the unconcern of reading 
a novel wti^h was in her hand, by the 
light of a moon-shajfed lamp extended by 
an alabaster Diana over the reading desk. 
But the derangement of her usually per- 
fect coiffure — ^lier swollen, red-tinged eyes 
— ^her unchanged nforning costume— con- 
fessed the distracted state of her mind. 
Charity’s mild and merciful nature was 
even painfully aiftcted by the humiliation 
and shame visible in her once brilliant 
rival’s whole demeanour — in the sudden 
fever that visifed her compleidon — in the 
almost abject •c'aressivenefis of manner with 
which she received herself ! How changed 
from the Mrs. Sparl^eton who ordered the 
lace veils in the ihorning ! 

Charity was scNm, however, admitted 
into the .secret of her own presence in> this 
fashionable - residence. Mrs. Sparkifiton 
hadj heard from Madame Millefleurs the 
particulars of Charity’s extraordinary con- 
duct immediately before the discovery of 
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her interview with Lord Fitzhautcm. Her 
apDxious desire to see her — her intimations 
that she came to save her fro;m ‘impending 
ruin — had now acquired a weighty signi- 
ficance. Mrs. Sparkleton knew not how 
to explain this mystery, nor the circum- 
stance of Lord Deville’s presence in the 
house, which she also learned at the same 
time to be a veritable fact. In vain did 
Madame Millefleurs assure her that it was 
entirely accidental — heV own conscience 
and observation suggested otherwise. 
Neither could she imagine by what means 
Lady Fitzbfauton had effected the detec- 
tion. That was obviously nut accidental, 
since her ladyship had entered Madame 
Millefleurs’ house wi^h rage and inquiry 
on her lips. 

It was equally the interest of both ladies 
to ascertain the facts of the discovery. 
Mr^ Sparklelhn was almost in despair for 
her own reputation — Madame Milleflfturs 
for that of her house; and the only inter- 
rogatible being among this obscure cloud 
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of witmesses, appeared to be Cbarity 
Green. 

“ Miss Green, I am exceedingly glad to 
see you. This is excfessively kind of you ! 
but I always saw and thought that you 
were of the sweetest disposition,” ex- 
claimed Mrs. Sparkleton, clasping Charity’s 
hand in both hers, with unfashionable fer- 
vour. “ You are aware — I wished to see 
you most particularly. You must have 
observed the extriiordinary and ridiculous 
notion Lady Fitzhauton has taken into her 
head? — the most unfounded possible— 
which really ihight be exaggerated into 
some story which woujd make her the 
laughter and butt of the town. Madame 
Millefleurs tells»me— in fact you know, — 
you were to have^em at her house, at that 
very time, to shc»v me some laces? I 
ma^ the appointment with you ! I trust 
1 may depend upon yoh — I he§ it 
of g’ou as a favour, which I can never suf- 
ficiently repay, but which I,will endeavour 
— ^that you will satisfy Lady Fitzhauton 
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and lier family on that point. I <am sure 
that in case — in case — that in case of any 
public investigation, — for I jimy think it 
necessary to refute the scandal publicly — 
I can depend upon your doing me the 
justice — the bare justice — Avliich I will re- 
pay by every means in my power — to 
satisfy all the world— *that is, any one who 
may have a right to ask questions on the 
subject — of the perfect innocence and 
mere business nature of Iny interview with 
Lord Fitzhauton?” 

'K dreadful vision, of the most astute of 
modern la'vryers “ asking questions” on the 
subject — which Jic does in #;11 such cases, 
with such infinite unction and point — 
made Mrs. Sparkleton’s hvst Avords quiver, 
and brought a shower of* tears to her eyes. 

Charity Avas silent. "She Avas affected, it 
is tsue, for tears also started to her eyes. 
Buff the appalling Adsionof a court of jus- 
tice — of a false oath to be taken in itSjpre- 
sence — a false .testimony to be borne — even 
■the possible injustice to Midas Gullibull — 
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rendered it an impossibility for lier to 
assent to Mrs. Sparkleton’s insinuated 
intreaty, .j^d yet she felt most keenly, 
that compassion aild generosity should 
hare induced her to save her imploring 
rival, if it could have been at a less sacri- 
fice, — at a sacrifice pf anything but her 
own good faith and ‘conscience. She had 
besides a real liking and almost tenderness 
for Mrs. Sparkleton, springing from the 
mingled goodnesS^nd tendency to admira- 
tion of the beautiful and exalted, which 
pervaded her character. Still she 
silent. 

“ Why do you not ans^ver, Miss Green? 
At least, don’t torture one with this sta- 
tuesque silencej” said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
vehemently. “ What have they ever done 
for jou, that you 'should take part with 
them? Nothing to what I wiI^ do, at all 
events ! Besides,' you can b& forced t9 aay 
wh^t you know; and you know veiy well, 
you told Madame Millefleur^ so — that you 
were to wait on me with some lace — at 
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the very time when Lord Fitzhariton was 
there, looking over my accounts.” 

“ I am testimony,” said Madame Mille* 
fleurs, with dignity. - 

“ How else should you know I was 
there at aU? How else could you say — 
how in the world did^you take it into your 
head that to see me tiien, was — might be 
-jj-to preserve me from ruin !” continued 
Mrs. Sparkleton, with excessive anxiety. 
“ You will be perhaps put on your oath — 
you wiU be obliged to tell people. Lord 
JDos/'ille, surely— sureiy. Lord Deville — did 
not put thft notion into j^our head?” 

“ No, ma’am, don’t be afpaid of that,” 
said Charity, with her peculiar simplicity. 
“ I wiU tell you how I knew, and why I 
came, — and then you -will see, — that I 
cannot bear the testimony you require.” 

And Charity, very briefly, and as ten- 
derlgr as possible — to spare the shame of 
her listener, related how she had involim- 
tarily overheard the intreaties on one part, 
and the final assent on the other, to the 
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fatal assignation. Slie did not give it that 
name, and Ave doubt if she Avas even ac- 
quainted "^ith the word; but Mrs. Spar- 
kleton’s fine complexion burned with 
shame, in her perfect conviction that even 
the innocent Charity construed the meet- 
ing in that light, ^harity, indeed, com- 
passionately stated, .that she heard it was 
to investigate IMadame Millefleurs’ a^p- 
counts ; but at the same time, she said, she 
was so convince(lK)f the bad intentions of 
Lord Fitzhauton, and that he Avas a man 
who would not hesitate to take any ath««ja 
tage to gratify diimself, that she thought it 
was really a, point of duty Avith her to 
folloAv and endeavour to prevent the in- 
tervieAv. 

“ Oh, why did-yf5u not tell me all that, 
when I spoke to you afterwards? Why 
did ^ou not put me on my gua);d, then, if 
you knew Fitzlfauton to be so Avick«d a 
man?” exclaimed Mrs. Sparkleton, without 
venturing to raise her eyes to her lowly 
judge,and almost overwhelmed with shame 
and despair. 
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I was too confused — for a lojng time 
I did not know what to do — for a long 
time I thought that perhal^s^I had no 
fight to interfere,” replied Charity, with 
grave reflectiveness of look. “ I thought 
it most probable that you would feel in- 
sulted, 'and deny — I could not myself be- 
lieve — until I saw j'^ou enter Madame 
Millefleurs.” 

“ How I grieve that ever I did,” sai^ 
Mrs. Sparkleton. “ Believe me I had the 
very best intentions. I meant to remon- 
-StEftie with his lordship — to come to a deci- 
sive explanation with him— ‘ for I must con- 
fess,” she added, with somethipg of reviving 
triumph in her expression which strangely 
saddened Charity, “ I must confess — ^that 
he quite persecuted me with what he 
calls his love — ^liis passion — and stuff of 
that sort. . But, believe me, I never in' the 
slightest degree encouraged him. And 
yet, I can’t believe, dear Miss Green, that 
you are one of those ‘ stem path-of-duty’ 
'women, who sacrifice every body and every- 
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tiling, to do wliat they call ‘right?’ 1 
really quite throw myself on your mercy, 
— and beskle§ I ivill give you a nundred 
pounds, if you will convince people, — if 
you will only say you were Jo have been 
there at the same time Avith me.” 

“If I will only petjure myself? No, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, not for a million*— not 
to save my oavu existence!” exclaimed 
Charity. 

“ Then 1 am uflerly lost ! What Avill 
the world say to Lady Fitzhauton’s scan- 
dalous ravings?” said Mrs: Sparkleton,"* 
Avringing her hafids in despair. * 

“ rU tell yoiu Avhat you can do to save 
yourself — ^to refute Avhatcver the Avorld or 
LadyFitzhauton san say,” replied Charity, 
in an equable tofle — “ you can marry 
Mr. Midas GuUibuH! He is willing to 
have you still, foi^he has heard the worst 
she can say against you, and says he does 
not believe a word of it, and that he Avill 
marry you, if you will many him !” 
“Then I never Avill, — I never mil marry 
,V0L. III. p 
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the man that could marry me ^under so 
degrading an accusation !” exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, with a gleam of- higher and 
nobler feeling, to "which she was not 
"'altogether a stranger. “Miss Green, I 
always despised that fellow unutterably 
in my heart — but since he is the miserable 
scamp you say he is, I would rather die 
than marry such a wretch ! I will defy 
everything. I will have my money out 
of those detestable Railways, and that 
grasping old GuUibuH’s hands, at what- 
loss to myself or to him !” 

“Do Hot think of ^ch a thing at 
present, madam,” said Gharity, much 
alarmed, and, singularly enough, deeply 
wounded with this contemptuous estimate 
of the man who had 'So greatly wronged 
her. “ You will be sure to ruin both 
yeurseK and him ! I know he can’t pay 
t8e money — at least, not so much at 
once.” 

“Kuin him! — pho, nonsense! — ^why, 
the aldennan is the richest merchant in 
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London ! — it is only his inordinate greedi- 
ness — ^he has only to sell out,” said Mrs. 
Sparkleton* It is absolutely necessary I 
should get money jifst now. — Look, Miss 
Green ! — as if I were not made sufficiently 
uncomfortable by Lady Fitzhauton’s extra- 
ordinary behaviour— .-just hear a letter 
which I found aw’aiting me on njy re- 
turn.” 

And Mrs. Sparkleton took one from the 
table, and read the following document 
aloud. 

“ Mrs. Skinffintz’s compliments to TUc 
Hon. Mrs. Spafkleton, and Avrll wait no 
longer. Mrs. has a duty that she owes 
to her children, and won’t be humbugged 
no more, — ^has heard she deals with other 
houses, which is ctsitain ruin, and there- 
fore has no compassion, and sees no reason 
why she should^^ considering her own 
family is nearesi; and dearest to evdly- 
bod)^ high or low, rich and poor. Be- 
sides, has heard, from particular good 
authority, that a certain great house is on 

p 2 



212 


THE GOLD-WORSIllPPEES : 


the go; and, as the Hon. Mrs. S. woTild 
take her own advice, and never listened 
to nobody about security ‘in lending 
moneys — and so is rightly served; — ^for 
its paper i^ at a complete discount^ and 
railroads ai’e certain to go down, and to 
be worse than nothing for a long time. 
Therefore, would feel much obliged by 
Settlement of her little account, as for- 
warded — now nearly three dozen times. 
And Mrs. Skinfiintz wants the money on 
mortgage of Longacres — eldest son being 
"about for to go for to be settled in life : 
This is to give due notice, — and unless 
the other loose'^cash is paW over within 
three days, Mrs. S. will be obliged — ^very 
much against her ■\vill-«-to put in force 
the BiU of Sale, and ^ake out an execu- 
tion against you — qAite contrary ^o my 
disposition. — But it mqy as well be me as 
anybody else, — and so many bills of yours 
being out, there can’t be a doubt qn the 
subject. And Mrs. S. begs leave to re- 
mind the Hon. Mrs. S. that, unless her 
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promisso'ry note is taken up this very day, 
it is an act of hankimptcy ; — for, as for her 
to say she ^s a lady — ^not a trader, is all 
nonsense, even under the new law — it 
being quite certain that peoplq are traders,' 
howeyer grand they may be, that deal in 
railway shares, — wlii«h would be very 
unpleasant for a lady to go to jirison^ and 
have her accounts overhauled by a com* 
missioner — and most likely refused a 
certificate, for reckless trading ; which 
nobody can deny who looks at Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s books — if she keeps any. So 
is obliged to proceed at once. 

“ Y®urs respectfully, 

“ (For Abraham Skinflintz & Co.) 

“ Sarah Skinflintz.” 

0 ' 

“ What is a bill of sale, ma’am? What 
does it mean ?” ^,said Charity, ^uite •be- 
wildered with this revelation. “And*do 
you Really mean me to understand, ma’am, 
that you are embarrassed, too?” 

“I am quite ruined, unless I get my 
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money back immediately from old Gulli- 
bull — so you see I must,’\ replied Mrs. 
Sparkleton. “ I don’t exactly’^know what 
a bill of sale can do — but I believe she 
has one, — ^and every one knows what an 
execution is !” 

“ But you cannbt have the money, — 
you must not try, or you will drive them 
to despair, and they will not mind what 
they say of you then !” said Charity, quite 
bewildered with this new gulph of ruin, 
owning beneath the tottering pile of her 
uncle’s fortunes. 

“ They will not dare to say anything — 
since Lord DeViUe knows' nothing — ^was 
there by accident — I can manage them 
finely!” said Mrs. ^naikleton, resuming 
much of her wonted animation of spirits. 
“ I will let Lady Fitzhauton know^ that, 
If She salys anything abc.ut me, I will tell 
all I know about Lord Deville and her ! 
[ know they were carrying on a (most 
desperate flirtation together! — I have a 
letter that will prove it. I daresay I 
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might perhaps turn the tables upon them 
— and with perfect truth ! Perhaps Lord 
Deville w^s* not quite so accidentally 
at Madame ]\fillefleurs, when her ladyship 
arrived, as he would have us to think! 
Most likely not ! Don’t loolt so petrified, 
Miss Green I — ^you dqn’t half know what 
I know; and if they drive me to despair, 
— and I have your evidence besides, that 
you overheard us, and that it was a 
strictly business affair — a meeting strictly 
u,bout an account 1” 

“ I can witness no such thing, Mrs. 
Sparkleton, unless I perjure myself — un- 
less I palte;^ with my ^conscience, and 
affect to believe that the words only 
meant what they sounded,” returned 
Charity, with indignation. “ And for s 
lady, too, who intqpds, out of revenge, t< 
beaf false witness against the woman sht 
has injured !” 

“ It is not false !” replied Mrs. Sparkle 
tonj with animation ; and really there wai 
so much that was blameable in Lad] 
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Fitzliauton’s demeanoui’ — so much that 
was certain in Lord Deville’s character 
and pursuits, that she madd ftut a veiy 
palpable case against her rival, even in 
the reluctant judgment of Charity Green. 
Mrs. Sparklefon was easily carried awa}' 
by her own ideas ; and once in speech, she 
hesitated little on what she said or re- 
vealed, to carry conviction to an auditor. 
Charity found, with silent but deep 
emotion, almost akin to 'horror, that Mrs. 
Sparkleton had never entertained much 
doubt of the viscount’s unlaAvful views on 
his friend’s wife, even while affecting to 
pay his court to herself. , 

“ It was a mere trick to deceive Fitz- 
hauton — I am convinced of it — and always 
suspected it,” contiuudt> Mrs. Sparkleton. 
“ So I Avill have my iponey in — I have 
seventy thousand pounds’ worth of iail- 
way .shares — and I’ll give you a little for- 
tune, Miss Green — and if anybody dares 
to speak a word against me, they shall not 
do it with impunity ! I want you to tell 
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Lady Fitzhauton that ! — Stupid as she is, 
I suppose slic will not yet have let her 
abusive topgue loose T’ 

“ Oh, what a ncAse she make in my 
liouse! I would rather set it on fire in- 
stead!’^ ejaculated Madame Millefleurs. 
But this fine fabric qf hope, raised in an 
instant by the calenture of a Avarin imagi- 
nation, was destined to suffer as sudden jyi 
overthrow. 

Mrs. Sparklctoft was yet uttering these 
words of self-consolation, wlien the voice 
of Miss Scurmuchcon was heard on the 
stairs. “ Oli, Mrs. Sparkleton is always 
at home to inf — and I cojne on most par- 
ticular business !” 

‘‘ What can sljje want? — Madame Mille- 
fleurs, I will see }^^5u again early to-mor- 
row about this foolish business, said Mrs. 
Spai*kleton ; “ have no doubt I §hall 
prevail on Mis% Green — Wliat can •the 
horrid old creature want?’' 

“VeU, dear Mrs. Sparl^cton! — I am 
so glad to see you still here !” exclaimed 
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tKe ‘‘ hoirid old creature’^ as she came in, 
and Madame Millefleurs glided out. “ I 
'really am !” 

You stirprise me,* Miss Scurmucheon; 
this is my usual residence in town,’^ re- 
plied Mrs. Sparkleton, resuming her com- 
posure. “ I have a headache, it is true — 
and that is why I desired to be excused 
fi;om company — and why I am still in a 
morning dress.^’ 

‘‘ Well, then, it can’t-^-it can^t be true !” 
exclaimed Miss Scurmucheon, apparently 
much astonished. 

Very likely — if you hdVc any news ! — 
that is, there ar^ such foolish stories told 
now-a-days ! — They have nothing else to 
put in the papers,’’ replieji Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, very calmly — and'^Very much agitated. 

Oh, you are so severe — and it is un- 
king of you — for I left ^ my tea scarcely 
tasted, to coifte off and lharn all about it 
— for if it is true, or thought so, you 
know — one wpn’t be able to see you again, 
perhaps for some time!” replied Miss 
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Scurmuclieon, with an excessively prim 
look. I hope, of course, it is not true, 
for my nephew’s sake — ^in fact, I cannot 
believe it!” 

“ What is the matter?— Am I to be 
invisible, or you to go blind. Miss Scur- 
mucheon?” said Mrs. Sparkleton. ‘‘I 
really can’t make out what you moan.” 

‘‘Both, perhaps! But I am glad, in- 
deed, my dear, you don’t understand me,” 
replied Miss Scurmuclieon, seating herself 
with an aifectionate look. “ I am so 
glad! — Pray, who is that young person 
with you? I liave been so agitated ever 
since! — May one speak before her?” 

“ Certainly — ^it is Miss Green, Alderman 
GuUibuU’s niece !” 

“ Alderman GuUibull’s niece ! — Thank 
goodness, I feel So relieved!” exclaimed 
Miss Scurmuclieon, but without at all 
communicating the feeling. * “ Mrs. Olack- 
luiyinan was kind enough to bring me the 
paper, though she is scarcely ever able to 
leave her house, she is such an invalid! 
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It is one of the evening paj^ers — she takes 
tin the evening papers as well — (poor thing, 
she has so little to amuse herj)-ii-as if she 
were a gentleman. Initials, of course — 
I knew it could not be you — only it is 
so pointed. Do look — I brought it with 
me. Do look : it is headed, ‘ Extraordi- 
nary A/Fair in High Life !’ ’’ 

Do you mean to — to insult me, Miss 
Scurmucheon !’’ exclaimed Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, losing all her excited complexion. 
The fearful rapidity with which the press 
catches scent, and rattles after its prey, 
was not unknown to her; and with about 
similar emotions to those of a deer in the 
folds of a boa-constrictor, the conviction 
rushed ujion her that her case had actually 
already got into the papers ! 

‘‘Oh, no, my dear; it is not you, you 
know^ — ^it is only somebody else — -do hear, 
thou^i — and see if I was not reasonably 
alarmed replied Miss Scurmuche<j|U, 
eagerly. “ Here is the paper — Dear me ! 
where is it? And I underlined it, too! — 
Extraordinary Affair in High Life 
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“ Pho, plio ; an old maid’s charity to 
some orphan or another found out to 
be very ndhiral ?” interrupted Mrs. Sj)ark- 
leton, desperately. • 

“ ‘ An affair,’ Mrs. S^arkleton, ‘ an 
affair,’ ” read Miss Scurmucheon, no way 
moved to mercy by this innuendo. “ ‘ An 
affair likely to create a sensation, in the 
highest circles, and to come under the CQg- 
nisancc of our ecclesiastical courts, is said 
to have met with an unlucky denouement 
this afternoon. A fair widow of gay 
notoriety ’ ” 

“No, it is hot notoriety! — it is cele- 
brity!” inte^’upted Mrs, Sparkleton, who 
was also most anxiously perusing. 

“ Yes, yes; h^t it makes no difference 
— ‘ residing not a Hundred miles from dash 
— street, dash — square, is said {is said, 
thank Heaven, ^t don’t speak positively!) 
is said — to be* very disa^eeably i/hpli- 
cated ! The Lothario is a militaiy noble- 
man more famous for his ajchievements in 
the fields of Venus than in those of Mars. 
It 4s said that the discovery has happened 
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very inopportunely to prevent a mar- 
riage -which -was on the tapis between the 
fashionable -widow and a jlistinguished 

viscount. The injure’d -wife ’ ” 

“ Miss Scunnucheon !” interrupted Mrs. 
Sparkleton, -with passionate vehemence. 
“ Miss ScurmucheonJ if you come to my 

o-wn house to insult mfe ” 

‘ The injured ^vife’ ” persisted Miss 
Scurmucheon, in an exalted tone, “ ‘ The 
injured wife ! — ^has retired to the bosom 
of her family, who are, we learn, of the 
highest monetary importance, so that the 
services of the gentlemen of the long robe, 
which we hear are already, engaged, are 
likely to receive a liberal recompence!’ 
There now! did you eve?! Did you ever 
know anything so like?' Was I not justi- 
fied in entertaining the most serious appre- 
hensions?*’ 

“*I don’t know — ^but what has aU this 
got to do -with me?” replied Mrs. Spar- 
kleton, resolutely hindering herself from 
feinting away. 
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“ Why, realjiy, my dear, whether it is 
you or not, you ought to bring your action 
against the ’paper,” returned Miss Scur- 
mucheon. “ I never saw such a shame; — 
of course there can’t be any truth in it. But 
at least, if I were you, I really would write 
to the editor that it not you — else every 
body will cut you,* and — I shall very 
sorry, but I shall he obliged to do as ot^er 
people 6?c».” 

“ If one brougtit actions against all the 
people who talk scandalously of one, you 
would be the most litigious woman living. 
Miss ScurmucSeon !” returned Mrs. Spar- 
kleton. “ l^ut if I brpig any action at 
all, it shall be against you, for having the 
impertinence ^en to imagine that this 
paragraph in any %ay relates to me.” 

“ Well, don’t be angry, my dear, dear 
cr&ture — I repUy did it entirely tp put 
you on your ^uard,” said Miss Scur- 
mucheon. “ I would advise you to be seen 
everywhere arm-in-arm lyith Lady Fitz- 
hauton but I am sorry to say I positively 
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iiave ascertained she has guarrelled with 
her husband and gone home to her 
friends. I dare say it will" ail clear up 
satisfactorily. I dare say it is Lady Fitz- 
hauton’s fault somehow or another— there 
is such a total want of judgment in that 
set. You remembei;what age her foolish 
cousin ^guessed me to be ! — and indeed, the 
wjiole family, if they had not half a million 
of money, are little better than brutes. 
Do go to the Opej‘a with‘^her ladyship this 
very evening — do, pray.” 

“ I’ll see about it — ^yes, I think I will,” 
said Mrs. Sparkleton, someVhat dreamily. 

“ Do, there’s q, dear creature, and don’t 
look so gloomy. I’ll go and tell every one 
it is not you— the brutes } I felt certain, 
directly I read it, it coidd not be you ; and 
so, I told Mrs. Clackmannan, but she is 
such an obstinate woman. I often warned 

«■ e 

my «ephew (he’ll do me thb justice to own 
that!) he ought not to show such very 
pointed attentions to people in public. 
Not that there Avas any harm in them — but 
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for his own sake as well as yours. I sup- 
pose if the truth were known, Lady Fitz- 
hauton has»ha^ some foolish fit of jealdusy, 
and caused all this disturbance?” 

“ I don’t know — it is vgry likely — I 
think she did do something very foolish,” 
murmured poor Mrs; iSparkleton. 

“Well, but really* my dear Mrs.* Spar- 
kleton, if you will allow me as an oH 
friend to mention it,” observed Miss Scur- 
mucheon, in a vei^ kind and confidential 
tone — “ people do say — I tell it you all for 
your own good — that you do lead an ex- 
ceedingly vivacious life, for a,ii tinprotected 
woman; and ,the frightful multitude of 

visitors to your house ” 

“ Does not cause the frightful solitude 
in yours, Miss Scufmuchcon ! — ^you have 
no right to complain of them!” inter- 
rupted Mrs. Spafkleton, her spirit reviv- 
ing with indignation and despair. 

“ But if you will give me authorit}’' 
— I know that people will be ecandalous — 
tut ” returned Miss Scurmucheon. 
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“ How can I hope to escape, when even 
your perfections do not?” again inter- 
rupted Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ Why, what does 'anybody say of me? 
— I defy anybody to say of me what they 
do of you, Mrs. Sparkleton !” replied the 
old maid, vehemently. 

“Well, merely for ‘your good, I’ll tell 
you !”. said Mi's. Sparkleton. “ They say 
that you always win at cards — are a judge 
of cordials — ^that youl charity is only 
decent swindling — and if you were not a 
lady, by birth at least, would have taken 
you to the treadmill long''ago !.” 

“You honour me, madaip!” exclaimed 
Miss Scurmucheon, turning very yellow. 

“Not in the least, 1 (jo assure you! — 
I have no respect whatever for you, nor 
has anybody else that ever knew you!” 
replied Mrs. Sparkleton. ^ 

‘‘Well, I have certainlj^ no great deare. 
to be an object of respect with ladies in 
your positiop, Mrs. Sparkleton !” * said 
Miss Scurmucheon, rising. “ Still, I must 
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say, I don’t think it very good policy to 
quarrel with persons who might other- 
wise, for the sake of their own relatives, 
have given a certain gloss to the alfair! 
But you are the best jud^e ! — and, how- 
ever matters turn out, I hope Lord Deville 
won’t hear of it, or»I should fear — ^men 
are such undistingtiishing brutes—* — ” 

“ That Miss Scurmuclieon has remained 
so the greater part of a century !” inter- 
rupted Mrs. SpaiSdeton. 

“ There must be a great deal in it, or 
you would not be so much out of temper,” 
returned Miss’* Scurmucheon, fiercely. 
“ All 1 hope js, that my .poor nephew— 
must go and see him now directly !” 

“ Lose no time, then — I do not desire 
to detain you in niy house, nor ever again 
to see you in it!”» said Mrs. Sparkleton, 
wh(? had now completely lost her temper. 

“I don’t know that it Vill be fery 
respectable to visit you in it, at any 
future period,” replied Miss Scurmucheon; 
*‘and I must now say, that I have no 
Q 2 
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doubt this unhappy paragraph is entirety 
•founded on fact — ^for people never get 
into such passions about liesi’ 

“ Leave my house!’* was all Mrs. Spar- 
kleton could utter; but the words, pro- 
nounced in the highest tones of female 
passion, reached ears«for which they were 
not intended — ^killed Avo birds with one 
stene. 

“ I shall not leave your house, as you 
call it!” replied anoth(!r voice — also a 
female one — on the exterior. “ I shall 
not leave your house, mum, or, perhaps, I 
shall not find it so easy to enter it again !” 

The door flew« open, and ^admitted the 
widow of the late Abraham Skinflintz and 
Co., with another personage who might be 
considered the embodiment of the vaguely 
grand ideal contained 'in that mysterious 
abbreviation — being a sheriff’s olficer^ 
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CHAPTEK X. 

“ Mrs. Skinfijntz ! — and you will jjot 
leave iny house ! — what is the meaning of 
this insolence?’* exclaimed Mrs. Spar- 
kleton, retreating at once in tones and 
attitude before this new apparition. 

“ Mrs. Skinfhntz — and I will not leave 
this house lyitil I have ,put somebody in 
to keep it, what’s perhaps quite as able 
as the finest Jady in the world. Mr. 
Girdiron, take possession in the Queen’s 
name, and show the lady the hexecution, 
th{ft she may J)e certain all’s 3?ight„” re- 
plied the moneyr-lender. “'It’s for rather 
a sizeable soii; of a debt; rather over than 
under weight, I should think, and I am 
only a acting, mum, as I told you I 
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should, on the Bill of Sale, though I 
didn’t quite say when, for fear you should 
make a moonlight bolt of jh * My poor 
late husband had two'cases of it, and mis- 
fortunes makes one cautious.” 

“ I don’t want to give no more trouble 
than I can help, — don’t put yourself in 
a fluster on my account. I like always 
tO; make myself agreeable wherever I go, 
and I’ve been in very good houses before 
this — ha, ha !” said the iegal functionary 
appealed to. He was a tall, baldheaded 
man, with a famished, undertaker look, 
in a shabby-genteel suit' of black, cloth 
boots, and with, a peculiaif, mouth, cut 
down deeply on both sides, so as to ex- 
press a habitude of misery, not at all con- 
tradicted by the short, self-derisive laugh 
with which he concluded most of his sen- 
tences. 

‘“f)earmel what is the matter?” ex- 
claimed Miss Scurmucheon, “ You don’t 
mean to say,, people, whoever you are, 
that you are levying an execution here 

“ I do, indeed, mum; I’ve stood it 
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long enough ; I gave Mrs. Sparkleton due 
notice. I never do nuffin harsh; but I 
can’t starve? my own flesh and blood to 
keep grand people .in pomp and pride!” 
returned Mrs. Skinflintz. “ Now, Mr, 
Girdiron, if you please, sTr, we’ll com- 
mence the hinventory !” 

“ I shan’t be long about it, ma’am; so 
don’t let my presence be any hindrance. 
I like always to make myself agreeable, 
— ^ha, ha! — If you’ve company, ma’am, 
I’ll begin at the bed-rooms, ha, ha !” — said 
Mr. Girdiron, very politely, while Mrs. 
Sparkleton stated at the group in un- 
uttered and unutterable consternation. 
“No fear of one of them nasty accom- 
modations, here ; that’s the beauty of 
being in a lady’s house, or a gent’s !” 

“ Why, dear iije, Mrs. Sparkleton ! — I 
always understood you had a Tfhole mint 
of money in railways ? — Almost a hui^dred 
thousand pounds ! ” exclaimed Miss Scur- 
miHcheon, turning in amazement, mingled 
with triumph, to that lady. . 

And they are not worth a hundred 
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thousand snaps of my finger ! ” returned 
Mrs. Skinfiintz, doing her best to express 
the value of the commodity' by a multi- 
plication of the sounds indicated. “ I 
wouldn’t make my fingers ache for them, 
if I could get ’them at the price ! — Look at 
the market this morning — and look Avhat ’s 
coming into it! All ..old Gullibull’s, I’ll 
be sworn, in a few hours — and there’ll be 
a regular panic and smash-up everywhere 
— and shares won’t be tworth the paper 
they are printed on ! ” 

“ You don’t mean that! — You must be 
mistaken, — the woman is ^burely raving ! ” 
said Miss Scurinucheon, turning yellower 
stiU. “ It is only a momentai'y fluctua- 
tion in the market — Mr. Lawless told me 

c 

so, and he is confidential agent to every- 
body, I do believe ! ” 

“ Mr. Lawless! — why, everybody iSiat 
don’i live laid‘up in lavender knows that 
he bolted this very morning, and that his 
name’s up as a Lame Duck!” said Mrs. 
^kinflintz, with inexpressible scoi’n at this 
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ignorance. “Where do you live, mum, 
not to know that?” 

“ ‘Bolt^(i!’ — a ‘lame duck?’ ” repeated 
Miss Scurrnucheon, .vacantly. “ Why, he 
had all my money out of the three-per- 
cents to invest for me ! — ” * 

“ Then he’ll invest^ it for you in dancing- 
girls and loo, over the water, in Aineriky, 
if they’ve got any,” replied Mrs. Skin- 
flintz. “ But you don’t mean, mum, 
acshally for to say, that you was so grassy- 
green, at your age, as to trust a fellow 
that hadn’t anything in the whole world 
to trade upon But his own brass?” 

Mrs. Skinfliutz was mistaken. Lawless 
had an unbounded and inexhaustible stock 
in trade — ^the cijedulity of mankind ! 

“ I’U go to his office directly! — You 
must be mistaken l^He was recommended 
to ffiie by Alderman Gullibull— »and ,he is 
on terms of the greatest intimacy Avith 
Mr. Humson himself 1 ” 

Well, and haven’t yoi^ heard what’s 
eome out about Mr. Humson himself?” 
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returned Mrs. Skinflintz, with a tart laugh. 
“ He may well be worth a million of 
money, if he buys eveiythingj 'ai?d pays for 
nuffin! — If you’re in his lines, mum, I 
should think you are as thoroughly done 
as this poor la*dy here herseK!” 

“ I must go and s^e Mr. Lawless — ^it is 
quite impossible ! ” said Miss Scurmucheon, 
bewilderedly. 

“ It is rather late to go and see a gentle- 
man, Miss ScurmucheoE, for a woman of 
your.infinite propriety,” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, speaking for the first time since the 
entry of her distinguished 'guests — “ espe- 
cially a man of Mr. Lawless’s character — 
which I have heard very lately— and I 
certify to you, he is a fellpw not worth a 
straw ! And believe me — ^notwithstanding 
Mrs. Skinflintz’s extraordinary precipit' 
ancq— I do not imagine myself in so des- 
perate a portion as yod are! — In fact, 
I am positive that I have only to write to 
Alderman Gujlibull — to relieve myse& of 
the presence of these people ! And as to 
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the alderman being in any danger — the 
bare idea of a man of his enormous wealth 
failing — ^i» tQO preposterous to be enter- 
tained for a moment ! ” 

“ Two of his bills was dishonoured this 
afternoon ! ” replied Mrs. Skinflintz, whose 
connexions with the tribe of Israel enabled 
her to obtain very* early intelligence on 
such matters. 

“ But a gentleman has lent him the 
money — I know, 1 saw — he will have three 
thousand pounds to-morrow morning!” 
interposed Charity Green, with energy. 

“ Why, if he has backers, for what I 
know, he m^ get over* it,” replied Mrs. 
Skinflintz, eyeing the speaker with infinite 
suspicion and doubt in the expression of 
her countenance. “ But Lawless’s game 
is up, and no mistake ! ” 

* I must go^nd see him, late «r early !” 
exclaimed Miss ScunnucheSn. “ Carf any 
one get me a cab? — or, dear Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, could you, — ^would you lend me your 
carriage?” 
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“No I couldn’t, wouldn’t — will not, 
will not ! ” returned dear Mrs. Sparldeton, 
passionately. “ Go as you <3ame, and 
tell what lies you pdease of me every- 
where ! ” 

“ I have only to tell the -truth of you, 
madam, everywhere, and — I will!” re- 
turne4 Miss Scurmucheon, with revenge- 
ful fury, while Mrs. Sparkleton, quite as 
vengeftilly, rung the bell for a servant 
to show her out. 

A footman answered much more quickly 
than might have been expected. In fact, 
he was just at the door, listening — as was 
his duty, — to hynself — for things looked 
very suspicious, and he ivas oived about 
two years wages, not to gnention that he 
had found himself in bouquets and gloves 
for the last month. Jt is true he was 
alloY'^ed, in recompence, ,to neglect half 
his Jausiness, ‘and plnndei^ everything but 
the plate-chest, without his mistress daring 
to complain. , The careless, impuSent 
manner in which he now entered, showed 
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that he had overheard something germane 
to the matter. 

“ Show JMiss Scurmucheon out ! ” 

“ Yes, ma’am — and I’ll be obliged by 
■ your having the goodness to pay m}^ 
flower-man tliis little bill — the fellow’s 
below — and is become quite ’portunat'e !” 
said John, with digbity, and producing A 
dirty, greasy slip of paper from a pockgt 
which, at other seasons, he would not 
have dared to seeftn to possess, — ^Imt still, 
unable quite to overcome the instinct 
of flunkeyisrn, handing it on a silver 
salver. 

“ Even iny^ footman ! ” , exclaimed Mrs, 
Sparldeton, yielding to this last anguish of 
degradation, and throwing herself in an 
hysteric passion of grief on one of her 
beautifully-embroidered ottomans, after 
dasRing away Ipth paper and salver. , 

“ Good silver^ — and good Veight,” Said 
Mrs. Skinflintz, deliberately raising the 
piece of plate, and biting caie of its rich 
ornaments with her vice-like teeth, to 
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ascertain, by an assay of her own, the 
quality of the metal. 

“ Poor creature ! — I must gb this instant 
and see Lawless ! ” said MissScurmucheon, 
seizing her gown-tail with an air of deter- 
mined resolution, and stalking out of the 
room. But John made no effort to attend 
upon the departure, or facilitate the exit 
even of so distinguished a visitor. 

Now John, m reality, almost loved his 
mistress. He was proud — almost senti- 
mentally proud — to wear the livery of so 
beautiful and brilliant, and high-bom a 
lady. He held his head high among foot- 
men, and had ha,d two severe boxing-bouts 
on his mistress’s account, in consequence 
of the arrogance of dem(janour, Avhich he 
thought her station authorized him to 
assume among the vulgar mass of his fel- 
loAVS. But he loved himself better fetill, 
better than aU mankind "and Avomankind 
to boot, as a tme flunkey should; and 
though mucji disturbed, and alfaost 
affected, with his lady’s display of emotion, 
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his own dignity was too much ruffled by 
the attendant circumstances to yield to 
any such kiujian iveakness. 

“ D — mn it, if 1’11'stand it any longer ! — 
if I’m not even to be treated like a christen, 
creature, and yet to be cheated out of my 
wages! — if people give themselves such 
airs they should at least be able. to pay 
people their wages ! So I give you notice, 
ma’am. I’m going to go immediately, the 
moment you sutt yourself ivith another 
gentleman in my place; and 1 sliall ex- 
pect to be paid my wages before I quit the 
house.” 

“ Go this^instant ! — I*et me never see 
your impudent face again,” returned 
Mrs, Sparkletoii, and as she spoke a thun- 
dering knock nearly battered down the 
street-door, and aestored all the footman 
to*the soul of, John, who else* most de- 
cidedly intende'd to treat hiS mistress Vith 
a specimen of native and unadorned 
Brftish eloquence. He vanished to answer 
the summons, like an unvnlling spirit 
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compelled to obey some potent magician’s 
evocation. 

That is either a duke qp a parvenu, 
and I am in no condition to see either ! 
In heaven’s name, Miss Green, call out 
that I am not at home,” ejaculated Mrs. 
Sparkleton, and Charity ran to the stair- 
head to execute the " command, feeling 
indeed that she conscientiously could. 
She returned almost instantly, looking 
rather paler than before.*' 

“ I did not say so ; it is Mr. Midas 
GullibuU,” she observed in a slightly 
faltering tone. 

“ Midas ! — Is it Midas GpUibull ?” re- 
sponded Mrs. Sparkleton, raising herself 
with a sudden expression, of wonder and 
hope. “ Mrs. Skinflintz, let me implore 
you to leave the room with your man for 
a few minutes, and I do not doubt — iMo 
not doubt in the least — ^thal; I shall obtain 
the money to satisfy your immediate 
demand.” 

Mrs. Skinflintz shook her head incre- 
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dulously ; but glancing around as if taking 
an inventoiy wltb her eye, to satisfy her- 
self that nothing could he surreptitiously 
removed, she beckoried to Girdiron, and 
both withdrew. ^ 

“ Miss Green, I think, I am sure, I may 
confide in you? You will not mention 
the circumstance of* my momentaiy em- 
barrassments to Mr. Gullibull?” saidMrg. 
Sparkleton; then, rising, and with a re- 
animated look df hope — “ The family 
liave not treated you well, I knoAv — I vmy 
confide in you, naay I not? — You see the 
desperation of my affairs — I declare, 1 do 
believe, I hea/ that abominable bailiff’s 
footstep in my dressing-room — and J 
have made up my mind! I mmt marry 
Midas Gullibull — though I would almost 
rather die — ^but if I* don’t, I am positively 
ruined !” 

Charity could only stare' for some*in- 
stants in utter bewilderment, and when 
she was about to give vent.to some stag- 
rrerinff words of remonstrance, Girdiron 
suddenly made his re-appearance. 
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“ I’ve left my pencil on the sofy, I 
think, ma’am,” said the lean long phan- 
tom coining quite close, up to Mrs. 
Sparkleton, and suddenly stooping as if 
he meant to give her a kiss — at least she 
— ^the flattered beauty and belle of some 
seasons, shrunk back, us if ^he dreaded so 
unwelcome a profanation — he whispered, 
‘V/ an't luird! I hate to be hard on people 
as is in misfortune, for I’ve 'known what it 
is be misfortinate to my Wn cheek, ha, ha ! 
— and if I was you, ma-’am, — I’m only 
giving you advice for your omi good, for 
in course, it’s no business of mine — I 
tconldn't have mnch plate jor l^nen ! — That’s 
aU — I shan’t inquire flor it, if the old 
woman don’t!” and hej ghded out again 
on tiptoe with a signincant wink, and one 
of his sardonic internal laughs, which 
meant tS say to cars /that could have un- 
derstood, “ ff you lifee to filch anything 
from your creditors,^ I shall allow you — 
for a consideration !’ ” 

“What does the-’ man mean? — that I 
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should steal my own things?^' said the 
lady in great surprise ; and before the 
question qoiUd be answered, Mr. Midas 
Gullibull entered. • 

Let us do justice to the philosophical 
equanimity of temperament which enabled 
Midas to present himself in a costume as 
carefully elaborated as in his palmiest 
and securest liours of courtshij:). The 
scent of musk perfumed tlie air the mo- 
ment he drew' out Jiis handkercliief — which 
he did the moment ho entered — ^liis hair 
shone with the glossiest profusion of 
Kalydors and bearsgrease — the redness of 
his whiskers was subduqd with a leaden 
comb to a fine purple tint — his waistcoat 
and gloves wepe as wdiite as even the 
Opera or House of Commons boast in 
their snowiest monjents. He had even his 
cusftomary flower of rich tints in n button- 
hole ! He looked like a bridegroom tven 
more than a suitor. 

jfiut he looked a great deal more asto- 
nished and confounded, than became either 
R 2 
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character — even at the end of the honey- 
moon — when his glance fell, among the 
first objects in the j’oom, * (Hi Charity 
Green. The suspicion instantly ripened 
to certainty in his shabby nature, that 
Charity had sought an interview with 
Mrs. Sparldeton to reveal the desperate 
state af his father’s iitfairs, and perhaps 
hjs OAvn conduct towards herself. All 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s confusion of conscious 
culpability — her exaggerated cordiality 
of reception — Charity’s cast-dovm eyes — 
were not sufficient to van(piish this 
idea. 

“ I’ve come to.see you, iVfrs. Sparkleton, 
to say that 1 don’t believe anytliiiig my 
fool of a sister has inventcyi against you — 
but there’s another of them, I suppose, 
has been at me on the»othcr side,” began 
thg T>vortliy. “But if tlipt’s the case, I 
hopt you will not believ4 li^r any more 
than I do Lady Fitzhauton ! And if she 
says a word against my father, or trieh to 
assail his credit in any way, it’s actionable, 
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— and if he hasn’t the spirit to bring 
his action ” 

“I have,n’ot mentioned a word against 
your father, Midasj nor — against your- 
self,” said Charity, in a low sad tone, for 
it really grieved her — it *was not any 
other sentiment noio — to see how mean 
humanity can be. And as to his credit 
— if what lie told me be true — it is quite 
restored: Mr. Bagshawe will lend him 
the money.” » 

“ I^end him the money — and by your 
means! — 1 have been most roguishly 
treated, Mrs. jsparkleton, by that old 
fellow and this woman — -,and I don’t care 
if I let you know the reason, to j)ut you 
on your guard qgainst believing anything 
they may invent against me ! ” said Midas, 
greatly irritated .with this last signal 
benefit — ^for he was satisfied the aid would 

• f * 

be in vain, and felt it as f*o much taken 
from a hoard he ought to have possessed. 

**1)0 not, Midas! — do not at least tell 
Mrs. Sparkleton ! ” remonstrated Charity 
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— infinitely more for licr consin^s sake than 
her own. 

‘^But T will — T ahvays do what people 
I know dislike me wonldn^t like me to 
do! — You think to keep a rod in pickle 
for me, and to extort money perhaps 
every now and then, by shaking it at 
me! — Before I fell ‘in love with you, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, this artful girl got me 
entrapped into a. regular promise of mar- 
riage ! But she has no j)ower to do me 
any harm in consequence, for I have 
bought her off, and have the papers back, 
and presents and e7erything of that sort, 
and am a free jnan to marry whom I 
like : so if you’ll marry me, T’ll many you 
as soon as ever you like,j,and the sooner 
the better; for I want, above all things, 
to spite my stupid, greedy sister, and that 
profligatcbrascal, Fitzhauton, and show 'my 
father that I Can do withoVit him ! ” 

Mrs. Sparkleton turned, almost with 
abhorrfencej^fr^m the utterer of this J)as- 
sionate proposal, and with an expression 
of very great wonder, to Charity Green. 
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“ Do you admit — can it really be true 
— that your cousin once promised you 
marriage — ^that he has broken his pro- 
mise on my a’ccount?” she exclaimed. 

“ He has said so himself — else I should 
never have mentioned it ; I intended the 
secret to have gone into the grave with 
myself,” replied Clyirity, very calmly. 

“You are a sublime creature, then! — 
the most generous woman I ever met wJth 
— the only gen(jrous woman I ever met 
with — ^that is, if you care anything at 
all about him, or ever did ! ” said Mrs. 
Sparkleton — almost with enthusiasm ; for 
though not much given to the practice 
of the exploded Christian virtues, she was 
not insensible to the divinity of their 
beauty when slie encountered them. 

“ 1 still wish him to be happy — ^happy 
ar^ prosperous,” replied Charity, -with a 
stifled sigh— J;he deepest though^ the 
most suppressed, of aU the many she had 
heaved on Midas’s account. “ I wish 
the same to you, Mrs. Spafkleton, and* 
therefore” — she intended to have added, 
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“ and therefore I should wish you to 
marry Midas Gullibull,” but the words 
stuck in her throat, or rather in her 
conscience ! 

Charity knew, or feared with strong 
cause, that a't this moment these two 
parties, whose motives to form the most 
intimate of human trelatiousliips were 
chiefly 'pecuniary — were both in a state 
of insolvency and ruin. She was con- 
vinced in her own mii:jd of the guilty 
tenderness entertained for each other by 
Lord Fitzhauton and Mrs. Sparkleton; 
she knew the certainty - of that actual 
culpability — ^which Midas affected to dis- 
believe ! Oh, yes, she kncAv' but too well 
that she had only to connive at their 
mutual ignorance of eacfi other’s true 
position to ensure the heaviest vengeance 
which the most bitter reveries of hatnsd 
could' devise ! ^ She felt it-r-and her com- 
passionate and tender nature arose in 
arms against her, like the sei’pents of a 
gpilty consdlence! She could not utter 
the words — ^but Midas could. 
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“Yes, dear, sweet Mrs. Sparkleton! we 
shall both be happy and prosperous all 
the rest o^ Our lives, if you will marry 
me directly — beforo my sister can say 
anything against you to people!” 

Mrs. Sparkleton did not* reply — for a 
brief but really dreadful pause — to all 
expecting her answen*. The man she dis- 
liked and des^rised perhaps more than all 
other men collectively, offered her, as we 
have said, the m«>st tender and intimate 
of human relationships — and she felt that 
she must accept hitn, or prepare to en- 
counter the horrors of shame, desertion, 
and poverty, in forms which her educa- 
tion and habit’s rendered the most teiwible 
of all! 

Charity looked in IMrs. S2)arkleton’& 
face with a really^ wild earnestness, not 

as in the old mournful ballad, 1^11 “ her 

• • 

heart was like to break,^’ bu4: till her c^wn 
seemed very like to undergo that grandy 
relciising snap ! She earnestly hoped 
that Mrs, Sparkleton would pronounce ar 
“ Ko,’^ which might sj)are her further 
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conflict, of a strange but rending nature, 
in herself. But, alas! Mrs. Sparkleton 
was in too desperate a condition to hesi- 
tate long. 

“ Well, sir, since you have the gene- 
rosity — I meah, since you do me the 
justice, to put .an entirely right construc- 
tion on an affair which — in short, I am 
going immediately to Longacres, and if 
you please to follow me to-morrow with 
a licence. I’ll — ” she , paused in very 
•great confusion, but not quite of the 
“ soft-consenting’’ sort. 

“ Won’t I just I — if I paAVned the shirt off 
my back to get it ! ” exclaimed the bride- 
groom elect, frisking about With rapture ; 
and darting an ireful look at Charity, he 
added, in triumph, “ You haven’t done it, 
you see, after all. Miss Mischief-maker!” 

“ But J must do it !” ejaculated poor 
Chsv'ity, yielding to the* suggestions of 
her conscience, after a long effort to with- 
stand them — but she had no experience 
-ia the proper means to do it effectually. 
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“ Unless you really are fond of each 
other, I am sure — I am afraid — it is 
almost ce);tain — you will be so enraged 
with one another — ^you will lead a dreadful 
life — and perhaps do Avicked things to 
spite each other, and go to a bad place 
when you die! — And it Avill be all my 
fault if I don’t oAvif — if I don’t tell you, 
Mrs. Sparkleton, — that my uncle is very 
likely to turn baukrapt, and then Midas 
will have next tc* nothing — ” 

You wicked creature, how can you 
state such a falsehood! — But I have told 
you, Mrs. Spai’kleton, her reason,” inter- 
rupted Midas. Mrs. Sparkleton looked 
curiously aghast. 

“ And if I dyn’t tell you, Midas,” con- 
tinued Charity, in excessh''c distress, 
“ that Mrs. Sparkleton cannot pay her 
debts — ^would ^be a bankrupt, t<jo, if she 
were not a lady — that there is an cx^jcu- 
tion in the house, and that the Avoraan 
thaf has put it in says, that Longacres is 
all mortgaged to her I ” 
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It "was now Midas’s turn to look thunder- 
struck — which he did with almost as strik- 
ing an effect as ever won the acclamations 
of the gods in a public theatre, and cer- 
tainly with a great deal more fidelity to 
natui'e than ever was witnessed on aprivate 
stage before. Charity’s character for 
truthfulness and integrity was so power- 
fully impressed even upon those who 
most affected to doubt both, that Midas, 
in spite of a most resolute effort, could 
not bring himself to doubt the evi- 
dence of what he heard from her_ lips. 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s dismayed and confused 
silence was in .itself a sufficient attes- 
tation. 

“ Is it true? — can it possibly be true, 
Mrs. Sparkleton?” at last he gasped 
forth. 

“ A temporary — quite a temjjorary 'in- 
convenience, ‘Mr. Gullibuil,” — responded 
Mrs. Sparkleton, not very collectedly. 
“ But I trust your motives for honoufing 
“hie with the proposal you have ” 
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“ And is there a mortgage on Loii"- 

o o O 

acres ! — Didn’t you borrow six thousand 
pounds of ,me to buy more land to it?” 
vociferated Midas, growing frantic with 
the accumulation of his ^vTongs. 

“ I borrowed six thousand pounds — 
but your father, sir, — your father appro- 
priated it, I believe’, to the payment of a 
call upon his shares and on mine — Avhich 
would else have been forfeit,” Scaid Mi’s. 
Sparkleton, exceedingly friglitened with 
his tone and manner. 

“ Then you are a pair of the most 
consummate cheats that ever disgraced 
humanity, and you ougjiit to be put in 
the pillory side by side !” shouted Midas 
— and he had g§od strong lungs. “ You 
are the most infamous woman, I do 
believe, that evei; breathed; the most 
heifrtless, unfeeling, vain, unpt;ijici;j5led, 
worthless coquette in all England, o« in 
all the world! And I noAV thoroughly 
believe all that my sister says about you 
and that vile scamp of an arLstocrath^ 
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swell slie has married, except that I 
believe you are the worse of the two, 
and she thinks her husband is ; and 
sooner than marry you I. will marry a 
woman off the streets, — or this great, 
staring simpleton, Charity Green!” 

“ O, God ! — that I had at least some 
one left in the world, with a sufficient 
respect for me, to kick this insolent scoun- 
drel out of my house!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Sparkleton, in a paroxysm of rage and 
despair; and lo, as if passion possessed 
some spell to summon its ministers, Lord 
Fitzhauton entered the chamber on the 
words, with a Ipok and manner already 
sufficiently gloomy, but quickening under 
the influence of the sounfls which saluted 
his ears, as if with the forked dartings of 
a tempest. , 

Insolent scoundrel, indeed ! Does 'this 
fellow dare to offer you aViy affront, Mrs. 
Sparkleton, on my account?” exclaimed 
his lordship, .considerably mistaking* the 
'"fcause of the quarrel, but not the less 
irritated on that account. 
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“ In the vilest, the most unspeakable 
manner! — and yourself, too, Fitzhau- ' 
ton ! — He * calls you a ‘ base scamp,’ ‘ an 
aristocratic ruffian P ” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, who had lost all command over her 
temper, all dread of consequences, in the 
madness of passion. 

“ lie shall account to me for it [—Mean- 
while, fellow, leave the liouse ! ” shouted 
Lord Fitzhauton. 

“ Oh, have yoA turned I’egular bully to 
the establishment, my noble lord?” re- 
turned Midas, .mockingly. “ I suppose 
you did not expect to find me here ; but 
it is not the, first time, ‘by a good many, 
I should imagine, that you have been here 
quite as late, oi» a little later ! My sister 
says you don’t keep very good hours at 
home ; but I suppose you know where to 
spend your tinae pleasanter ! Wdfl, I ‘wish 
you joy of the article, anS. I give uf) all 
my share in it without much regret. But 
don’t imagine I’U raise a? finger on h^ 
account, or fight one of your stylish mili- 
tary duels with you, to be shot like a crow ! 
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I’ll give you as mucli as you like with 
these ninepins,” and he flpurished his 
fists with remarkable vigoun in'the air, — 
“ and she shall pay me my money, or re- 
ceive company in the Bench, for the rest 
of her days, but — ” 

He was interrupted at this point by an 
uventwliich, in spite of his tone of defiance, 
he had not probably calculated upon. He 
had confided in the plebeian character of 
the conflict ho proffered , *111 the superiority 
■of his plebei'.'u strength and muscles, that 
he should stand 310 risk, of being called 
upon to sustain those wo3’ds of challenge 
with co-efficient'' deeds. Byt among his 
other manly accomplishments. Lord Fitz- 
hauton had cai’efuUy cultivated a know- 
ledge of the “ gaye science” of boxing — 
which he had found Very needful in the 
•course bf some of his adventures. Per- 
sonSUy, he was a “ plucky” fellow, as was 
to be expected from a descendant of the 
old Nonnan *blood — and that generous 
blood of his was now ah. on fire with rage 
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and long-suppressed passions of various 
kinds. Midas received a knock-down 
blow, which the great Tom Crib himself — 
he, whose strokes were held by the judi- 
cious fully equivalent to the kicks of a 
horse — might have envied to have given ! 
Bendigo, famous for his magnanimous 
endurance of the like, would not, however, 
have gloried in receiving this one; but 
could not have surpassed the agility wi?h 
which Midas arc\^e again, his hair and 
forehead streaining with blood, — his brain 
maddened with fury, — his msts darting 
like cannon-balls' recalled incessantly by 
some mighty magician, ^as they hurtled 
forth from thc'deadly machine ! But Fitz- 
hauton was a master of his science. The 
brutal strength and furj' of Midas availed 
him, indeed, to inflict some bruises of no 
light stamp on the peer, and to beat his 
warding fist almost to piece* ; but no^ to 
win the victory. Thrice Midas fell, over- 
throiiving furniture, mirrors, tasteful nick- 
nacks of unnumbered varieties — many o4 
vpL. m. s 
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them his own and his mother’s presents — 
and finally dashing down the admired 
portrait of the late Colondl ^Sparkleton 
from its proper elev/ition on the mantel- 
piece, and forcing it open, for the first 
time for noAV a pretty long seclusion. 

Wliat a sight Avas this for Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton ! — ^Avith all her irritation and passion- 
ate wish to wreak vengeance on her in- 
sulting visitor, certainly not a pleasant 
one ! Accordingly, dpring the whole 
violent performance (it only took a few 
moments, hoAvcver, to enact,) she filled 
the air Avith shrieks, and* rung the bell so 
furiously for assistance, that about the 
third fall, Avhen Midas laj^* bleeding and 
ahnost insensible on a corjjer of the fender, 
John, the footman, deigned to make his 
appearance, and become a witness of the 
catastrjjjdic of the scene. Charity Gyeen 
ha<J, meanwlvle, silently, Aut assiduously, 
endeavoured to mollify the frenzy of the 
combat by interposing herself and* her 
^Intreaties at eveiy point of concussion, 
— alike disi'egarded. , ^ 
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“ John, throw this impudent huckster 
out of -window, and I’ll give you a sove- 
reign ! ” shouted the victorious peer. 

“ Oh, pray, let him go away, and send 
for a doctor ! ” wept Charity Green, wring- 
ing her hands. 

“ Do you want any more, or wUl you 
leave thO house quietly, sir?” said Fitz- 
hauton, stUl quivering Avith i^assion, and 
shaldng his fists. 

“ I ’ll leave tjie house quietly — at pre- 
sent ! ” said Midas, rising, like the hlood- 
boltered Banquo from his ^’ave. “ And 
I’ll go just as I’am to the nearest station 
house, and let them see how 1 am treated 
— and TO-MctRROW,” he continued, turning 
a deadlier white than the colourlessness of 
jJiysical exhaustion — “ To-moekow — it is 
too late to-night — I will go before a 
njagistrate and procure a Avarrj^nt for a 
brutal assault, on me, when I cai^e to 
remonstrate with you on your shameful 
behaviour to my sister, and treacherous 
intrigue with your paramour here; amfl* 
s 2 
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I’ll have this man, your footman, madam, 
up for a witness ! ” 

And without awaiting the 'effect of his 
words on either auditpr, Midas GuUihull 
disappeared from the apartment, leavinpj 
all who remaitied overwhelmed ivith con- 
sternation at the threatened exposure. 
Xor Avas this all; Mrs* Clackmannan sent 
in a message at this moment, apparently 
pahic-stricken, to inquire what was the 
matter in Mrs. Sparkletqn’s house, at that 
hour of the night ! — “ It really seemed as 
if somebody ^,ras being murdered!" 
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CHAPTER XL 

In fact, it was midnight ! This fact was 
forced upon the startled conviction of 
Charity Green, .in the first lull of the 
tempest, almost immediately after Midas’s 
departure, — for a chronom^er took the 
opportunity to strike the solitary stroke 
which announces that hpur to ghosts Avho 
frequent well-fumished mansions — if any 
such there arc. ^ Choked with grief, with 
indignation, and pity, she was about to 
follow his steps opt of the house — ^when 
the sound arrested her progress. ..She was 
surprised and»dismayed almost equglly: 
the thought of Miss Dishnap’s alarm, and 
pesiiaps anger, — ^the passage through the 
streets at that untunely hour, strxH^ 
ajipallingly on her imagination. More- 
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over, the interval suggested a new reflec- 
tion: she saw Mrs. Sparkleton abandon- 
ing herself to an agony of .despair and 
tears — and Lord Fitzhauton gazing at 
her in almost e^ual agitation, and she felt 
that she ought not to leave them alone, to 
the promptings of passion and desperation. 
Accordingly, she halted at the door, turned, 
and then walked back to Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ It is very late to-night — had better 
not go home to BromptOn, perhaps, to- 
night — I hac^ better stay with you, per- 
haps, Mrs. Sparkleton?” said she, in a very 
gentle, soothing tone. 

“ No, leave me; let everybody leave 
me ; let all the world forsake me ! — I can 
die alone ! ” wept Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ But it is so late ! — I will stay for my 
own sake, if you will Jet me, and send 
some /)n»“to tell Miss Dishpap not to be 
alamisd,” said Charity. 

“ My very footman scorns to obey me 
now — how can, I send any one? Mfss 
laPhen, I am much obliged to you, but 
pray don’t stay with me ! — I want to feel 
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Utterly deserted — ^utterly alone — and then, 
perhaps, I may do something that — ^that 
people doii’t*expect!” And Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton glanced wildly, and inquiringly at 
Lord Fitzhauton, to mai'k Avhat effect this 
ominous threat might have* upon liira. 

“ Miss Green can have my carriage — it 
is waiting at the cdmer of the street — I 
wish to speak with you a few words alone, 
Geraldine !” said his lordship, with mtfch 
agitation. 

“ It is too late for me to go at all — Miss 
Dishnap has probably go/a to-bcd — I 
would rather stay to-night, if Mrs. Spar- 
kleton Avill let me,” suj^d Charity, with 
some vehein^ce. 

“ Oh, yes, stay by all means ! — You 
can help me to pack — ^perhaps Florine 
will not — I shall, go to Paris the first 
thing in the morning!” exclaimed Mrs. 

O ^ O 

Sparkleton, asliamed to persist in yrhat 
was really her very anxious desire at this 
juncture — ^to get rid of the society, or 
rather, as she felt it, espionage, of ChaMijr" 
Green. 
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“ I shall stay here then, ma’am, till you 
want me to help you,” replied Charity, 
seating herself, with an air oi‘ ^determina- 
tion. 

“ Well, be it so! I Jo not care who 
hears what 1 a)ii going to say — ^you can 
report every word to everybody. Miss 
Green !” said the young peer, passionately, 
but without producing the least effect in 
reihoving a part of his audience which he 
considei'ed superfluous. ‘‘ Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, I came to Avarn you of the designs of 
that bankrujti talloAv-felloAv — and to ask 
an explanation, Avhiclx — 1 have no doubt — 
you can give me. Lady Fitzhauton has 
written me a letter, a model 'of her family 
impertinence; but even I doubt if she 
would have sent at all, but that she finds 
she cannot help herself,^ and imagines she 
has onlyjo whistle to bring me back lite 
a be^'ten spaniel to her feet!” 

His lordship produced a letter, Avhich 
he read aloud, listened to, it may *4)0 
-^ih^ught Avith considerable interest. 

“ Lady Fitzhauton’s compliment s to Lord 
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Fitzhauton, and wants to know wliat he 
really intends to do — ^whether it is his in- 
tention to jn 5 ,ke himself and the vile woman 
infamous in the eyes of every one? Or 
whether he will come home again and be 
reconciled, ih case she sliould make up her 
mind to forgive him ? Lady Fitzhauton 
might be ‘induced tb do so, her catechism 
teaching lier to do as we would be done 
unto, if his lordship would jjromise most 
solemnly, on t]ie*Bible, to coniess aU that 
Mrs Sparkleton has ever done to him, 
and how s)ie coaxed him ifo go to that 
wicked Frenchwoman’s house to meet him? 
Lady Fitzhauton is quij;e convinced that 
it was chiefly the vile woman's fault, and 
that she must Ijave almost forced him to 
come — and she knoAvs it, both by what 
she has seen herself ^ and Avhat she has heard 
fr»m other people, of Mrs. Spqrkleton’s 
shameful behaviour to his lordsh^A. — 
Viscount Deville has often told her of 
things himself, and Lady Fitzhauton has 
510AV in her possession the very Oloitmff 
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paper Ms lordship found on the ■wicked 
creature’s desk, which is almost a copy of 
her note ; and though it is smujlged, and 
scarcely readable in nmny places, there is 
quite enough remaining to satisfy the 
Lord Chancellor, or Lord Brbugham, or 
anybody, how her husband was entrapped 
into a regular snare, ‘under pretence of 
looking over an account, which he had no 
business whatever with — much less to pay 
with Lady Fitzhauton's vixoney, as it must 
have been. And Lady Fitzhauton won- 
ders how hi^ lordship could have done 
so, if he had known all, and how much 
worse she might, have served him ! To 
show what kind of a person Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton is, and whether everybpdy pi-efers her 
to Lady Fitzhauton or not, Lady F. is 
now firmly convincec] that the wicked 
creature )spa(zyT very well aU along that Vis- 
couQt Deville '»?'as not at all after her, but 
was courting Lady Fitzhauton — ^which he 
was, as much as ever a man possibly 
Ifeidd — and Mrs. Sparkleton has a letter 
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which proves it, if she would only show 
it. All this is to be in strict confidence ; 
but Mrs. Spjy:*kleton has a letter Lord 
DeviUe wrote to Lady Fitzhauton, which 
shows very clearly who he was really 
after, and how Lady Fitzhauton might 
have run away •with him, if she had 
chosen, she has no ’doubt. He w^s only 
making fun of Mrs. Sparkleton, and Mrs. 
Sparkleton knows it; }>ut he was despe- 
rately in love Avitlx Lady Fitzhauton, and 
even if he was asked, would .most likely 
not deny it. ^ ^ 

“ However, to make peace, and out of 
Christian goodness. Lady Fitzhauton is 
■willing to coAe to terms, if his lordship 
will come home fo Fitzhauton House, and 
promise, upon his Avord and honour, nener 
to speak to Mrs. isparkleton again, and 
ne^r to go Avhere she is, or sit ,in^ her 
company again us long as h« lives, and to 
lend Papa four or five thousand pounds 
to jAy for some corn next month. And 
Lady Fitzhauton Avill agree to forgive"* 
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Mrs. Spavkleton, and not to expose her, 
as she intended, if she will immediately 
marry her brother, Mr. Midasj a/id promise 
never to come anywhere Avhere Lady 
Fitzhauton is, and never to speak to Lord 
Fitzhauton agsiin, or look at him even ; or 
else she will consider the arrangement 
broken, and teU every one of her shock- 
ing behaviour. 

“ Lord Fitzhauton must reply directly, 
or proceedings will commence for a di- 
vorce the moment Papa can spare the 
money.” 

“Well, Mrs. Sparkletbn?” said the said 
lord, at the conclusion of this judicious 
overture of reconciliation. 

“Well, Lord Fitzhautori ?” replied Mrs. 
Spavkleton. 

“ Is there a letter pf the kind? Did 
you really know that Lord Deville was 
courting her ladyship (asohe calls it) and 
help to betray me?” exclaimed Fitzhau- 
ton, fiercely. «» 

It may be thought that Mi*s. Sparkle- 
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ton was not very likely to answer such 
a question in the affirmative, at any time. 
But noAV she' was irritated to the highest 
possible pitch against her accuser; en- 
raged at the thought of being repi’esentcd 
in a light at once so secondary and so 
base; exasperated with the trivunph af- 
forded to Lady Titzhauton’s vanity; 
afraid of its effects on one so easily led 
away by dazzle and effect as Lord Filz- 
hauton; irritated, to excess with the pros- 
pect of his abandonment, held out as 
the condition of reconciliatibn, after she 
had lost — she had too much reason to 
fear — ^lier position in sopiety, on his ac- 
count. Besides, the desperation of her 
pecuniary affairs — love, jealousy, and re- 
venge — spoke so powerfully to the con- 
traiy, that we really should have thought 
it • infinitely more surprising . if Mrs. 
Sparkleton had answered with the. tijitli, 
than with a denial of that generally 
inconvenient goddess’s statements. And 
then it was not the truth, this flagriwcr 
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and positive accusation of conspiracy and 
complicity against Mrs. Sparkleton ! We 
have very clearly seen that all ^he time she 
had never once fonned a clear intention 
or idea on the subject, or even on that of 
her own conduct or pui'i^oses! We de- 
clare our belief that she Avould have been 
as mucli startled, a'c any stdge of the 
affair but the last, as anybody, to have 
perceived to Avhat kind of catastrophe it 
was tending. r. 

“ Did I really knoAv that Loi’d Deville 
was ‘courtkig’ your wife, sir? Did I 
really aid him in that notable project? — 
And is there letter from him to her 
ladyship, in my possession' which proves 
the same?” she said, Avith an astonish- 
ment which no actress could have sur- 
passed. “ I leave you to judge yom'self, 
sir; contenting myself with infornvng 
yoy — as I think I formerly did — ^that 
there is no foundation for Lady Fitz- 
hauton’s insinuation, other than her »0Avn 
■^^isurd vanity and absurd attempts to 
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force Lord Deville into a flirtation with 

her, because she thought it fashionable^ 

to have iortejo, or cavaliere servcnte, 

1 suppose, as they have in Spain and Italy ! 

— As to iny aiding him ! — 1 think, most 

people will admit 1 was not very likely 

to do so ! and in fact I assure you that at 

this inom'cnt T belilive Lord Deville would 

* 

give his right hand for mine — and under 
the circumstances I shall perhaps be 
compelled to pj‘pve so, by accepting it! 
Lady Fitzhauton surely wants to get 
rid of ytm by an easier p/ocess than a 
false accusation^ — she wants to urge you 
into a duel with Lord peville! And as 
to any letten in my possession — the only 
one I knoAV sniything about, from his 
lordship to Lady Fitzhauton, is an in- 
vitation to a Strawberry Feast, or some- 
thing of that sort, which was so elegantly 
written that 1 . inclosed it, rfis a inotlf^ of 
good taste, to a friend in Paris — ^Avhere 
you may see it if you should happen to 
go there this summer.” 
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“ I shall go there, doubtless, if you go, 
Mrs. Sparkleton! — I pledge my soul to 
that! — And promise me yorf •jvill go to 
Paris, and that you ,Avill not stay and 
marry that pragmatical old coxcomb, 
with his StraAvberry Feasts!” exclaimed 
Lord Fitzhauton, Avith vehemence. 

“ Well, I am not excessively ificlined to 
do so — at least, not at present — for I knoAV 
he* tried to annoy me by affecting to pay 
some attentions to Lady Pitzhauton,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, and yet seeming to hesi- 
tate, as if anj’ choice remained to her. 

“ Did he, indeed?” rep'eated Ijord Fitz- 
hauton, Avith a , vivacity Avhich excited 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s alarm still 'more vividly, 
on another score. “ Then, by Heaven, I 
will have his real motives and purposes 
more clearly ascertained ! I am supposed, 
I imagme, to have Avronged him in this 
rectyit affair ; but if he donit challenge me, 
I shall conclude he has Avronged me, and 
challenge him ! ” 

My dear Fitzhauton, hoAV can you 
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talk so ! — You would utterly ruin me with 
society ! ” exclaimed tlie lady. “ I repeat 
again — I atn going to Paris to-morrow — 
where I have no doubt Lord Deville will 
folloAv me, Avhile you — at iiie price of a 
fcAV submissions and humiliations, no 
doubt, your wife AvilJ be graciously pleased 
to receive you home again, and restore you 
to your usual alloAvances and perquisites 
in her household !” 

“ If you will |)romise to go to I’aris 
to-morrow, and not to let Deville folloAv 
you, I Avill leav? her for ever — money, 
and mother, and all ! ” returned the young 
nobleman, Avith a side, bul; most emphatic 
glance at Charity Green, as much as to 
say, “ If she were not here, I would say, 
that henceforth, on those terms, I dedicate 
the remainder of my life to you — and you 
aloile !f 

“ But Avhat security have* I of thatf - — 
I confess I should not like to be Avithout 
a frifod whom I liked, in tho whole world 
— though one can do as AveU without 

VDL. III. T 
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things of the sort in Paris, as anywhere 
in the world ! ” replied Mr§. Sparkleton, 
with an answering glance,' which seemed 
to say, “ Xcvcr mind her; she is too 
simple to understand an5rthing hut in tlie 
plainest words.” And, indeed. Charity 
listened to this conver,sation with a very re- 
markable expression of bewildered doubt. 

. “ I will attend you to Paris in person, 
dearest Geraldine ! — I will not leave you 
another moment all the' days of my exist- 
ence, if you^wiU suffer me to devote it to 
your service !” replied the peer. 

“ Oh, no, no, no! — I cannot live with- 
out people’s nailies in ray visiting books — 
Such a step would quite compromise me 
with society,” said Mrs.' Sparkleton, with 
horror. “ I shall go alone, of course — ^but 
of course I cannot hinder anybody from 
going' to Paris, also, that chooses. Thd'ne- 
ceiisity of my affairs compels me ; I must 
go while they sell off my railway shares. 
At present I could no more pay what I 
owe than the National Debt ! That will 
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be sure to come out in time, and will 
account for my absence — while my return 
will satisfy everybody that I have plenty 
of money again !” * 

“ I shall be proud to b^ your banker 
meanwhile, Mrs. Sparkloton ! — But as to 
the absurd sum Lady Fitzhauton wants 
me to give her father, I could not get 
it if I, were to sell myself!” said Fijz- 
hauton. 

Again?” observed Mrs. Sparkleton, 
with bitterly satirical emphasis. “ And 
now it is all arranged; 1 fdedge myself 
to my part of the. conditions, — and you, 
my lord — 

“ AVill give*nonc — ^need give none, but 
your own charms, dearest Geraldine ! and 
the passionate love I shall cherish for you 
to the latest momeut of my life I” returned 
hif? lordship, t^ith warmth, and snatching 
Mrs. Sparkletoh’s hand to* his lips. • A 
momentary vision crossed the lady’s mind, 
of ^ accidental meeting ghe had once 
witnessed between Lord Devillc and Mrs. 

T 2 
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Captain Fanxpas, in Paris, sometime after 
they had become alienated. But the 
lighthouses of experience are "erected in 
vain for humanity — tbssed and driven on 
its seas of pa^ssion; and she said, with a 
smile, which seemed like I'etui’ning sun- 
shine to a stormy sky, “I shall expect 
you, then — hut to-night, good night! — 
M,iss Green has promised to assist me; 
and we ought to set to work at once — for, 
perhaps, I might even be personally de- 
tained. When may one expect you in 
Paris?” * 

“ To-morrow evening 1 ” 

“ Not quite 80*80011, if you please! Give 
me at least two days’ start ih the Morning 
Post!” 

“ Very well. It is an immense time ; 
but I ought not to leave toivn, either, 
unti^. t-hear ivhat sort of lyimour Deville 
is ill ; for Lady Fitzhautoli will be sure to 
tell him everything! — Good night, then, 
dearest Geraldine ! — This shall be ourTast 
parting, my own at last! — Miss Green, 
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you will help Mrs. Sparldeton to pack, no 
doubt; and your cousin will be much, 
obliged ta yqu of course for facilitating 
her departure.” • 

“ Oh, don’t, sir — don’t, ma’am — agree on 
such a wicked thing! — Remember, it is 
forbidden in the Ten Commandments! — 
You mig^t be drowned on the way, or 
killed on a railroad — don’t ventui'e on 
such wickedness!” ejaculated Charity 
Green, actually clasping her hands in the 
energy of intreaty. 

Both parties stood astodnded at the 
indecency of the allusion — amazed at the 
impropriety of the expression ! 

Lord Fitzlllauton recovered the first. 

“ Yes, I ought to go with yon, dearest 
Mrs. Sparkleton, to watch over your 
safety and comfort! But where are Miss 
Gteen’s senseg gone wool-gathering ?’j 
“ It is the rat)st absurd supposition ^ws- 
sible — I could prove my entire innocence 
to ftny person of common sense,” said 
Mrs. Sparkleton, albeit confusedly. “ Pr9y, 
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my lord, have you not the identical note 
which Lord Deville’s ridiculous jealousy, 
and the garbled paper hetfoKnd, has so 
strangely peiwerted 

“ I have it, here,” readied Fitzhauton, 
producing the required document. 

“ You may ruad it. Miss Green; you 
see it has the post-mark and everything 
quite correct,” continued Mrs. Sparkleton. 
“ I intend to send a copy by you to Lady 
Fitzhauton, and you can certify tliat it is 
a true one.” 

“ 1 will — I will do anypiimj — if you will 
only promise not to go, on this aiTange- 
ment, to Paris,” ‘exclaimed Charity. “Oh, 
Mrs. Sparldeton, do stay,'rfa stay, and 
marry Lord DeviUe, if yau can.” 

“ Geraldine, I rely upon your promise; 
I am determined PeviHe never shall pos- 
sess you, if I die for it !” saj.d Fitzhautbn, 
with angry veSiemence. 

“You may rely upon my promise, and 
claim it in Pa,Tis as soon as you like, ^fber 
td'-morrow,” said Mrs. Sparkleton. 

“ Good night, then, dearest.” 
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“ Good night then, my dear, dear Fitz- 
hauton.” 

And Mjs.’ Sparkleton accompanied his 
lordsliip to the docjr — to the head of the 
stairs, where they communed yet awhile ; 
and the dismayed Charity* distinctly saw 
them embrace as they parted ! 

Mrs. SlparkletonJ in fact, returned with 
the look of a woman who has made up her 
mind to brave everything. She was ‘no 
longer tearful, , undecided, submissive. 
And yet she was moved and troubled with 
the expression of intense stp'roAv and in- 
treaty in Charify’s face as she returned. 
“ You are the best of creatures, my good 
girl,” she said, after a moment’s thought; 
“ but you are Jfj’ightened without cause. 
Besides, what can I do ? I am actually at 
tins moment a positive beggar. They 
have seized all my valuables — ^perhaps 
they will soon, seize myself. Ancl tinless 
I get a pan of charcoal, and shut mys^ up 
with it, a laParisienne,Imust — goabroad.” 

“Why not marry Lord DeviUe, ijaa- 
dam ? He thoroughly deserves you !” 
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said poor Charity, Avith that simplicity of 
expression which characterised her. 

“ Because, my good girl, tlio^gh I con- 
cealed it to prevent a c duel, or something 
of that sort, 1 do really think — ^you knoAV, 
Lord Deville is quite a rake of an old 
fellow — I think he must have had designs 
on Lady Fitzhauton. I'll show )'6u a letter 
of his — the letter — and Avould you have 
me' marry a man of that sort ? Besides, 
after this recent affair, perhaps he really 
Avould not have me, myself — ^though it was 
Lady Fitzhau/on he made his butt of, and 
not me. It stands to reason ! — she is mar- 
ried; Avhat could Jie Avant Avith her?” 

And not troubling greatly to preserA'e 
consistency with her fonder statements, 
or perhaps more anxious to convince the 
remonstrator of the necessity of her pro- 
cedure, Ml'S. Sparkleton produced the 
famous StraAvberry note, £”om a private 
escritoire, "^his she read aloud, with great 
emphasis on the more salient points ; aiad 
concluded Avith the very rational inference. 



OS, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. . 281 

“ Noiv, don’t you see, by the things she 
says against me, and the efforts he makes 
to set peQplci against me — that is. Lady 
Fitzhauton — he coidd have meant no good 
either to her or to me?” 

“ God forgive him !” sighed Charity. 

“ But I shall not — in a hurry ! He has- 
done me incalculable mischief! — ^you may 
pi'event him from doing a good deal more,” 
continued Mrs. Sparkleton. “It is the 
.story of the judgment of Solomon again! 
Lady Fitzhauton Avants to get her hus- 
band into a duel — she would not mind if 
he Avere killed, so that she might get into 
the papers — ^but I cannot bear the idea of 
the least danger being incurred by him ! 
Believe me, Mj^s Green, that is why I 
Avant him to come to Baris ! But I can- 
not ahvays be Avatcjiiug over them ! What 
I intreat of ^you to do, as a Igst im- 
measurable goddness, accovdingly, i% to 
let Lord DeviUe see a complete copy of 
my#note to Fitzhauton, that he may have 
a reasonable pretext to think himself ifbt 
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SO ill-treated as to require satisfaction. 
Men are such fools, you know ! — and for 
you to tell hirn, from me, thp,t ijf he dares 
to litter a word against me, or to abet 
Lady Fitzhauton in her false accusations, 
or to challenge Lord Fitzhauton, or do 
anything of that sort, which may com- 
promise, me, and countenance ridiculous 
reports, I will show this letter to Fitzhau- 
ton, and have it published in all the 
papers; and then he will be scouted by 
all the world, for the most hypocritical, 
designing, wicked old fellow in it !” 

Charity Green listened; and an extra- 
ordinary thought came into her head as 
she listened — extraordinary for her, at 
least, to conceive — it was sp complex, bold, 
and decisive — a real coup de maitre! 

“ I will show a copy of this note, not 
only t9 Jjord Deville, but to Lady Fitz- 
haui'on and her family ; *and I will tell 
his lordship about the letter — and I will 
help you to pack up at once — if you «vill 
promise to me not to let Lord Fitzhauton 
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know where you reside in Paris — not to 
write to him, till you receive a letter from 
me!” she^said, with sudden energy. 

Agreed !” replied Mrs. Sparkleton, 
rather dubiously, and very much as if she 
only promised to soothe the applicant. “But 
— I am sure 1 do not know how or where 
to begin packing; — where is Florinc? — 
Florine has surely not had the impudence 
to go to bed without my leave?” 

But Florine had gone to )>ed without 
leave! She enjoyed the confidence of 
John tlie footman, and saw iA> reason, from 
his report, to deprive herself of her natural 
rest, for a mistress who was so likely 
very soon to'liease to be so. ]\lrs. Sparkle- 
ton Avas so e^iasperated, that she Avent 
and roused the sleeper herself, and Avith 
such 3nanifestatii>ns of anger that, if 
Plorine had^ not been seduced *by the 
magic Avord>s~^“ [ am goi«g to Parw im- 
mediately!” she might perhaps have em 
cotin tered a feminine editipn of John the 
footman's impertinence. As it Avas, •she 
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attracted the notice of the vigilant Gird- 
jron, who had been graciously pleased to 
take up his quarters for the* night in the 
best bedroom of the house, except Mrs. 
Sparklcton’s — ^^ho had not the old super- 
stition of reserving the very best for any 
guest whatever. 

This worthy dressed himself with all 
convenient speed, descended — and a tap 
from his lean long knucld.es at Mrs. 
Sparkleton’s door startled that Jady, her 
maid, and Charity Green, in the midst of 
a most interesting discussion, as to the 
particular trunk in Avhich they should 
stow a favourite and latest court dress — 
the one in which she mtfant to pay 
her respects — to whoever or whatever 
might be in possession of the Tuilleries, 
immediately on arriving. 

“ Caij’t have nothing removed from the 
housfi, ma’am, «by night — ^teiin’t suffered ; 
ha, ha!” said Mr. Girdiron, through the 
key-hole, in his derisive, funereal tonesr 

Gharity, however, poor girl, had seen a 
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sheriiFs officei’ in former times, and had 
some idea of the extent of his powers.^ 
•“ You cajanci hinder a lady from taking 
her own clothes, ‘sir,” she said — ^very 
meekly. 

“ And, besides, don’t — and here is half 
a sovereign for you !” said Mrs. Sparkle- 
ton, handing out the money — and Mr. 
Girdiron, remarking, “ I an’t allowed to 
take money,” took it, nevei'tlicless, and 
added — after a aaoment’s internal struggle 
— “ Well, as you are such a real lady, 
ma’am,! don’t mind if I iell — I should 
advise you, if I was you, to make quick 
work of it — for Mrs. Skinfiintz told me, 
if I had any suspicion of your intending 
to bolt, to sencj her word, and she ’d get 
something what ’ud hinder you !” 

This hint was^not without its effect, 
and a very strong one, on Mrs. Sp%rkleton 
— too strong, indeed. She^poke the fcrath 
when she said that she felt herself as 
“ aerveless as a sack,” and sank on a sofa 
very much in the style of such an article, 
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suffered to fall in collapse. But Charity 
supplied her place most amply ; and, very 
shortly after daybreak — quitje in time for 
the first Dover train — «he had cver}'t]ung 
in readiness for a departure. Mrs. Spar- 
kleton then consented to go, provided Cha- 
rity ■would accompany her to the station, 
and see, that her luggage -was 'properly 
stowed; for she Avas quite incaj)able, she 
declared, of looking • to anything of the 
sort herself ; and Florin* Avas “ quite a 
fool in everything but dressing one !” 

She took caiic, howcA’Ci’, before she went, 
to send a note of her departure to m 
fashionable morning journal, Avhich she an- 
tedated by a day ; and confidhrg a copy of 
her former fatal epistle to, Lord Fitzhau- 
ton, and a thousand times exacting from 
Charity Green a renews^l of the promise to 
convey her resolution on the subject of tke 
Stra^irberry notje to Lord dDevUle, she at 
last consented to set forth on her flight. 
Three loaded cabs with difliculty c«n- 
vejNsd “a few absolute necessaries,” for 
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the lady and her maid, themselves oc- 
cupying a fourth with Charity Green. 

It was* so* early in the monaing that 
Mrs. Sparklcton had reason to hope she 
could have proceeded op her journey, 
without exciting .any observation, which 
she greatly dread<^d. In fact, the chill of 
early day Avas still very perceptible ; and 
the sun had hardly attained any power. 
Nevertheless, she was suiTprised, and soon’ 
a little dismayed, to observe how many 
persons seemed afoot — and persons, too, 
of fashion, and ^apparent r»ispectability of 
various kinds — in the commonly accepted 
sense of that word, meaning those who 
are weU-drc§sed, and seem to have money 
in their pockets. By the time they 
reached London Bridge, the number of 
people traversing the streets, seemingly 
Hitent on sgme great object, an<^ all pro- 
ceeding in th(? same direction, stirr^ the 
anxious wonder of Charity Green also. 
A* continuous stream of people, now 
darkened with the masses of a vast •and 
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haggard populace, flowed past in never- 
-ceasing current, strengthened by new 
accessions at every corner and turning of 
the streets. 

“ Is it so cvnry morning. Miss Green ? 
— Is this about the time when people go 
into the city to do all, the work there?” 
Mrs. Sparkleton had inquired several 
times — receiving only a perplexed and 
' doubtful answer from the inexperieneed 
oracle appealed to — ^Avhtfn the mystery 
was suddenly explained. 

“ I say, BiK, do you think them cabs 
has lots of the nobs -in them a-going to see 
her turned oif ?’* said a dustman, who, 
all begrimed with ashes, ilnd smoking 
a short pipe, was stalking hastily along 
beside a costermonger •with a ginger-beer 
truck. I 

“ I, shouldn’t think so, because why? 
themr as could' afford to Hde has been 
there all night, in their proper places, 
a-taking it easy in the windows opposite, 
wof has been fitted up as good as a 
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theatre, for to see them swing !” replied 
the itinerant .restaurateur. 

“ Oh!” • e:s?claimed Mrs. Sparkleto]!, 
witli a sliglit shudder; now, I remem- 
ber — poor Mrs. Redgold i^ to be hung 
to-day, and her husband with lier ! 
Don’t you remember, Miss Green ; 
haven’t you heard? They murdered 
some sort of an exciseman, or ci^s- 
tomhouse-otficer for — for his Railway 
Scrip 1” 

And poor Mrs. Redgold ” was hanged 
on that day — in hhick satin, Vith a liaiid- 
ioine black lace veil on her head, winch 
concealed the blacker ago^iies of her doom 
from the opdVa - glasses of the distin- 
guished audienc!i posted in the /h?^vcs be- 
fore that grand dramatic spectacle^ -whicli a 
liberal and enterprising manager, Justice, 
offers every noAv and then to the puJdic 
amusement. Rut Mrs. Sjfarkleton ^as 
half-way at Dover, starting — will it be 
beli<?ved ? — in a parliamentary train, before 
the illustrious gold-worshipper in ques- 

VOL. III. U 
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tion met her doom, in company with the 
fatuous villain, her spouse. , 

Mrs. Eedgold had only fcarficd out the 
great principle of the sect to which she 
belonged, to "an excess disapproved 
society. She had offered a living sacrifice 
to the Modem Moloch — which is not con- 

t 

sidered right! We may sacrifice — nay, 
we are expressly enjoined by the doctrines 
of the religion, to sacrifice our own and 
our children’s hearts (ind affections, all 
the nobler aims and objects of existence, 
to the supremacy of the deified Fiend in 
question. But Ave must not precisely kill 
a man ! Mrs. Eedgold did. Slie invited 
a friend to a dinner — for A^hich she made 
no other preparation than a grave and a 
loaded pistol; .and after having debased 
herself for years to a priest of the infernal 
Beity she worshipped — old, ugly, mlan- 
splrited, and 'avaricious— ^she finally sacri- 
ficed herself on an altar contrived for the 
purpose, in the kitchen of a lowly aBode ; 
but destined thenceforth to become the 
shrine of many an exalted pilgrimage'! 
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CHAP’TER XII. 

After seeing Mi’s. Sjmrkleton fairly en 
route, and haviii^’ received, as a parting 
cajolery, the name of the liotel to which 
she meant to go.,infonnatioi>of which she 
was to enjoy the exclusive possession for a 
day or two. Charity Green set out, weary, 
sad, and paife with exhaustion of body 
and mind, to walk to Brompton. Her 
object was to assure Miss Di,shnap of her 
safety, about which she feared her friend 
wt)uld be vcRy uneasy, to refresh •herself 
with a little re^t and tea, aifd then to iftakc 
the best of her way to Lord Deville’s, 
on*the singular commission with which 
she was charged, and on another of fier 
u 2 
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own, which would excite the reader’s 
, misgivings as much as Charity’s herself, 
if we thought it advisahle vto put him in 
any trepidation by the disclosure until we 
are obliged. 

Charity anivexl at Miss J )ishnap’s little 
mansion of cleanliness and order about 
six o’clock on a fine summer morning. 
This was her usual hour to rise, or even 
earlier; and indeed, as Jliss Dishnap had 
not gone to bed that night, it was not 
very surpi’ising that the d<jor was opened 
with singuliY.' promptitude to (,'Iiarity’s 
well-known, timid rap. But it "was a 
little surprising, perhaps, that immediately 
]\liss Dishnap, who opened ^the door, had 
recognised the visitor, Axith her fagged, 
spent, Avo-begonc countenance, she banged 
it to again, in her hxcej 

j^ap, poor Charity, thou^ didst not ex- 
pect this kind* of receptioK ! Thou didst 
not Iniow hoAV haggard thou Avert looking, 
hoAV little Miss Dishnap could account 
fol thy unaccountable absence all night ; 
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thou didst not take into consideration 
what an ill opinion she hc^d formed of thc' 
lady who*todk thee in a cab from the 
bazaar thc night iSefore ; how she had 
spent thc Avholc interval in* anxiety of the 
acutest kind, blaming herself and thee; 
how, final Jy, she had come to thc conclusion 
that thou wert weary of tliy povc'i’ty and 
misery, and had wilfully suffered thygelf 
to be inveigled into some den of infamy; 
whence thou hasi dared to present thyself 
in her pure and, truth to say, very old- 
maidish j)resence! Charity^ only remem- 
bered all this Avhen the door was closed 
in her face, 

Nevertheless she ventured, after an 
interval, to rap Tigaiii — ^^vithout j)roducing 
any effect. Her natural timidity and 
nervousness of clmracter then began to 
exercise tlieii* sway over her. She began 
to get frighteiTed lest she ^should be^ ob- 
served b}^ the neighbours, lest curiosity 
and speculation should be- aroused; and 
in great consternation walked away at 
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the very moment when Miss Dishnap, 
•ashamed of her, ebullition of .temper, and 
struck with the thought thSit 5ihe might 
be mistaken, had made up her mind to 
open the door and admit her — if she only 
rapped again ! 

Three hours more ef painful and sor- 
rowful wandering in the streets, a cup of 
coepa at a moveable shop Avhich disposed 
of the beverage hissing hot to passengers, 
were poor preparatives io the interview 
Charity was yet determined to seek with 
Lord Deville/^ She had .only a penny in 
her pocket, and was therefore obliged to 
content herself Avith this humble and not 
very inviting refreshment. ^ 

At ten o’cloclc. Charity thought she 
might present herself to the notice of his 
lordship without fear' of being incon- 
veniently early ; and then she discovered 
that ♦she had forgotten to* ascertain his 
direction from Mrs. Sparkleton. Never- 
theless she had. some indistinct idea of his 
place of residence, and imagined, not 
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without reason, T;hat a personage of so 
much importance would be easily dis- 
covered i» bis neighbourhood. And, 
indeed, she was not long in ascertaining 
Lord Deville’s abode — at which she pre- 
sented herself with a heart too weary to 
throb any longer, even if she had not lost 
so much of her old superstition towards 
rank and title. 

The servant who admitted Chafity 
Green into Lord* Deville’s stately mansion 
stared with astonishment at her when she 
requested permission to sjse the noble 
master of the house. He tliought that, 
at most, she had come pay her respects 
to one of tliie housekeeper’s underlings. 
But he was a^man of great experience, 
both in the world and in his master’s 
habits, and he rejdied with urbanity that 
his lordship had only just gone to bed, — 
was only just seturned frojn Horsemonger 
Lane, and consequently — unless her busi- 
nees was very pressing — he should not 
like to disturb him. 
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“From Ilorseinongcr Lane!” tliought 
Charity Green, but — “ Oh, yes, it is ex- 
ceedingly pressing,” she said,« “ J come 
from a lady — a lady — lady who — ” 

“If there is^ a lady in the case, I will 
deliver any message,” said the urbane 
lackey; a great contrast to the proud 
j)ortcr ^f Madame Millcflcur’s establish- 
inent. 

You need only say — if he wiU get up 
for a minute — it is of tha utmost import- 
ance I should see liim directly.” 

The lackey^gavc a courteous, pleasing, 
inexplicable smile — and disappeared. He 
I’cturned in a few moments with word 
that if she had a note she might give it to 
him to deliver; if a messiige, she might 
ascend with it in person. 

Charity Green, in th^ eageroess of her 
ideas, overlooked some obvious cousidera)i 
tions^ which ought to have occurred to 
her ; and it was not until she foimd her- 
self ushered into his lordshij)’s chambor, 
where he lay in bed, with only liis head 
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visil>le from tlie sheets, cased iii a pretty 
scarlet silk nightcap, that she imagined in^ 
the least that her reception was to he in 
the precise style of iin ancient royal levee ! 
Ere she could express her surj^rise, or 
perhajis some other sentiment, the dis- 
creet lackey had ^ vanished, closing the 
door after him, — and his lordshij^l, taking 
a rather sleepy hut curious stare at her 
from the ^^illow, ohserved : — “ Well, *ny 
dear, ^vhom is 4:lie pretty little message 
from? But r(;ally I don’t think she was 
very wise to send so pretty g, messenger.” 

This was said very kindly and compli- 
mentarily. It showdd his lordship’s 
command ov^ir his temper to admiration, 
fox’, after all, Ue had not heen so much 
amused with* the spectacle in Horse- 
monger Lane as Ije had expected. The 
iwxman kept her head too carefully covered 
up : the man merely looked deadly x^’hite 
and foolish, and quivered in the joints. 
Aiid then, after all, it gave his lordship 
a sensation he neither desired nor <!X- 
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pected — though, he had bargained for a 
strong one — ^wheh those two miserable 
figures were swung oif like carrion crows 
in the air. fie did not like to see a lady 
hanged — and really Mrs. Redgold looked 
quite ladylike in her black satin gown 
and lace coiffure ! His lordship had 
only expected to see a woman hanged. 
He was tired, too, with sitting up all 
night, in a miserable little dungeon of a 
room, to see the thing at all; and his 
head ached -with the champagne he had 
been obliged ;^o drink to keep his spirits 
up to the proper pitch for enjoying that 
sort of thing. 

“My name is Charity Groen, my lord; 
I thought your lordship was up ! Aider- 
man Gullibull’s niece, my lord ! ” re- 
plied Charity, in consternation, moving to 

the doof. 

« 

“ §0 I am I can’t say particularly 
wide-awake! — I mean I can hardly be- 
lieve in my oAvn eyes ! — ^the quiet, demure, 
orderly young creature I seem to re- 
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member by that name,” said his lord- 
ship, staring with wider eyes than ever,, 
“ and actwally it is you ! ” 

“ I want to speak to your lordship — I 
have a message from Mrs. Sparkleton,” 
said Charity, putting her hand on the 
door-latch. , 

“From Mrs. Spai-kleton? W.ell, my 
lordship is here — don’t run away; I 
protest to you I won’t eat you,” said his 
lordship, rising *iii considerable .agitation 
on his elbow. “Pray, don’t run away. 
Miss Green ! — Don’t be alarmed, though 
1 own the quilt is a little fanciful, covered 
as it is Avith a dancing iorps de ballet. It 
is a Parisian»taste, not mine ! — or stay, as 
you really lools* quite friglitencd of me, I 
wiU put on my dressing-gOAvn, and do 
myself the hono>,;r — Iloyston! (and he 
ikng his bejl very briskly), shogsv. Miss 
Green into th^ breakfast-jmrlour, Avli^jre I 
will join her immediately.” 

■•In a few moments thq viscount had 
dressed himself in the morning costflme 
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indicated, and though he Avas rather hur- 
ried and anxious, not Avithout some atten- 
tion to effect. He even put ®n a iieAv 
pair of enihroidercd slipj)ers for the occa- 
sion. He Avas a little fluiried and asto- 
nished certainly on first recognising 
Charity Gi*een, hut he had noAv thorouglily 
resumed,, the role Avhich he consiciered his 
right in the recent discovery — that of an 
I injured man. 

“ Well, Miss Green,” <>he said, as he 

entered, “you Avill excuse my foolish 

valet — a fellgAV Avho has been in some 

* 

very bad services, I should think, to 
make so great a mistake as to — but I oaatu 
I am myself astonished to ree a young 
lady of so much admiral e deconim of 
manner keeping up any species of con- 
nexion Avith a Avomaip avIio like Mrs. 
Sparkleton — but jmu are perfectly ao 
quaii^ted Avith the af0icting«particulars.” 

“ But you are not, sir, perhaps,” said 
Charity, Avith a little hesitation. “ Mbs. 

• Sparkleton has desired me to present you 
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with this copy — AvhicJi I can Avitness is an 
exact one — of the original note to Lord 

» O • 

Fitzhanton— »which caused all the mis- 
chietj by your finding a piece of blotting- 
paper that had taken an iiapi’ession only 
of what inculpated Mrs. Sparkleton !” 

“ (Jood lioavens ! Iioav do you knoAV 
that?” exclaimed his lordsliip,. mecha- 
nically taking Ac offered Avriting. 

“ Lady Fitzhauton has Avritten to her^ 
husband, to teU him hoAV you made love 
to her; hoAv you made addresses to Mrs. 
Sparkleton yt)ur cover ; ipid hoAV you 
induced her to go to kladame Millefleurs,” 
replied Charity. ' 

“ Foolish,* inexpressibly foolish, vain, 
heartless doll ,of a'Avoman! You don’t 
really mean to say that she has done so 
prodigious an act of selfish senselessness?” 
'jxclaiined the viscount, starting ^uj) and 
traversing the* room AArith agitated strides. 

“ I heard Lord Fitzhauton read the 
eaact Avords to Mrs. Sparkleton, and 
demand of her your letter, Avhich •her 
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ladyship declared offered full confirmation 
‘to her words ! ” replied Charity. She had 
an excellent memory, andgsliQ repeated 
almost verbatim the entire contents of Lady 
Fitzhauton’s communication to her spouse. 

“ Lmparalleled folly ! prodigy of silli- 
ness and vanity !” exclaimed the viscount, 
who perceived very clearly that Ihe repe- 
tition owed nothing to invention ; “ and 
people who know only what they hear 
about the circumstances « will be sure, to 
consider me a prodigy of duplicity and — 
and — I don’t, know what, but something 
very horrible, of course ! ” 

“ They will indeed ! ” exclaimed Charity, 
with great earnestness. “ Trhey will (ion- 
sider you a wonderfully U'ld man — espe- 
cially after what you did once before !” 

“ I shall be scouted out of all society,” 
muttered the viscount: “there cannot 

t * * 

be a doubt o£ it: Mrs. Sparkleton, of 
course, produced my foolish letter, and I 
may expect a message from Lord Fite- 
haueton in the course of the morning? ” 
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“ No, Mrs. Sparkletou did not ; she 
has taken it with her to Paris,” replied 
Chari t)'^ 6rreen. 

“ To Paris ! — h^ls Mrs. Sparkleton gone 
to Paris? — but are you sure she did not 
shoAV the letter?” 

“ She denied having it — but as Lord 
Fitzhauton intends to folloAv Irer there 
inunediately, she Avdl be sure, out 
revenge, to let him see it at last!” 

“ Intends to 'follow Mrs. Sparldeton to 
Paris?” repeated the viscount with asto- 
nishment. “ I/V'ell! — that anight do very 
well — it • Avill confirm everything ! — But 
jet it really is a pity so fine a woman 
should sacrifice herself to such a strutting 
jackanapes as ^hat !” 

“ But he don’t mean to go unless you 
challenge him ! — For he says, if you don’t 
he shall bs; convinced that ho ,Jis the 
injured party^ and shall Challenge y»u ! ” 

“ Amazing ! — ^most extraordinary logic 
ifedeed ! ’’'exclaimed Lord,Dcville. “ Any- 
way, it seems, we are to have an exposi 
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and a meeting, and he makes certain of 
killing me ! — and it is not at all unlikely ; 
he is a first-rate shot ! ” 

“ Or else you muSt kill him, in an 
unjust quaiTcl, and be a murderer !” said 
Charity, with strange solemnity, for one 
Avho generally spoke with as little em- 
phasis as possible, to avoid atti’acting 
notice. 

“ What odd, startling, unpleasant 
words you use, Miss Green!” exclaimed 
the viscount, quite out of temper, and 
very considerably agitated. “ I don’t 
want to kill the man; but any tvay, my 
character, which *dias cost me such a. 
world of trouble to repair, is'irretrhwably 
ruined! But 1 certainly shall not set 
myself up as a mark for any man’s 
bullets, without making, an effort in self- 
defence.. I am not so much , troubled at 
that, AS that I um almost certain — being 
in the power of a woman mortally 
offended — ^my cjiaracter will be -given 
to file ill-natured observations of the 
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world. Indeed, I shall be rather pleased 
if I can giwe it Fitzhauton a little, as T 
did the other fellow, if it were only to 
punish that blonde little fool of a wife of 
his, who sacrifices everybody without the 
least scruple, to her intolerably selfish 
vanity, ^nd I oWn I shall like to do 
something that may prevent his journey 
to Paris, for I had no idea, until lately, 
how extremely partial I am in reality to 
Mrs. Sparkleton f She is a woman of wit 
and judgment, that never would have 
behaved in the ■extraordinarily senseless 
manner Lady Fitzhautoiij has.” 

” Oh, then. I’ll tell you a way, my lord, 
to get entirely out of this sea-ape, and 
revenge yourself in quite a pleasant man- 
ner, ’without any danger of killing or 
being killed!” exclaimed Charity, ■with 
thS enthusiasm of a groat idea. ’‘^Set 
oft’ immediately *to Paris, an*^ marry Mrs. 
Spa-kleton before Lord Fitzhauton can 
get fliere ! 1 know her direction — nobo^ 

else does — and I will give it you. That 

VOL. III. X 
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•will be the greatest revenge possible for 
you to take upon Lord Fitziiauton ; that 
will silence- aU scandal, entirely refute 
Lady Fitzhauton, vex her very much, 
and make everything happy and straight 
agaki.” 

“ My dear girl, this is realiy a most 
extraordinary idea — quite an inspiration 1” 
said the viscount, after a brief pause of 
surprise. “ It Avould certainly secure 
Mrs. Sparkleton’s secrecy Avith regard to 
the letter; and she is a very rich and 
handsome Avoman; and it Avould be a 
divine trick to pi'ay that pampered puppy, 
Fitzhauton ; a most sensible mortifi- 
cation to' his silly Avife — find really one 
owes society some reparation — and one 
oughtn’t, if possible, to get entirely out of 
its good graces — and I am a little tired 
of ‘Paris, and . Italy’s too hot, and St- 
Petersburg too cold, for 'my constitution. 

I don’t like Germany, and should detest 
j^merica; and it is almost time on<? got 
married. But yet, after aU — ” 
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“ There are a million reasons for, and 
none that y^ou can urge against it!” ex- 
claimed Ohafity, filling up the pause of 
hesitation. 

“ But yet, I am afraid, she greatly 
prefers Lord Fitzhauton,” continue^ the 
viscount. 

t 

“ That is why it will be pleasanter for 
you to oust him, I should think, ^ir? 
Besides, you cannot be sure of that, for 
you have not ,;^t tried sincerely to win 
her affections to yourself,” returned the 
mediatrix. 

“ That is true again,” mused the vis- 
count, smoothing his whiskers medi- 
tatively ; “ and 1 don’t imagine myself 
much inferior tb Lord Fitzhauton in any 
respect, unless he is, perhaps, a little 
younger. Do you4;hink he looks so. Miss 
Gteen?” 

“I never compared ydU, sir; but I 
should think that would be another rea- 
soi#why you should triumph in winning 
the day from him,” returned Charity. 

X 2 
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“ Time again. Perhaps we might 
•reverse the usual process, and hate one 
another before instead of after* marriage. 
And I am certainly in a sad fix,” said the 
viscount. “ You have heard the anec- 
dote, Miss Green, of the man who was to 
be hanged unless he inari'ied the ugliest 
woman * in the province — ^it ivas some- 
where in France, I believe. I could be 
almost tempted to imitate him and say, 
‘ Drive on!’ too,” 

“ But Mrs. Sparkleton, I have heard 
every one s£fy that ever saw her, is one 
of the handsomest women in the world!” 

“ Yes, and she has the savoir-vivre in 
perfection! She does nof5 in the least 
smell of bread and buttel- ! But suppos- 
ing I were to follow out your very extra- 
ordinary idea. Miss Green, wouldn’t 
peoplO laugh atnje — ^wouldn’.t people say*— 
yoTl know whht reports Lady Fitzhauton 
would propagate?” 

“ She could not ; here is the exact dopy 
the note that deceived her, with a 
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broken impression — and she would not 
dare to say* anything for fear of being 
laughed tffc a5 a foolish, mistaken person, 
Avho imagined you*were in love with her, 
when it will plainly appear by your 
marriage you were ideally and truly 
courting Mrs. Sparkleton !” 

“ But how do I know that Mrs. 
Sparkleton will receive my address, fj^ter 
Avhat has passed?” said his lordship. 

“ I am sure slic will,” replied Charity, 
with great energy. “ I am quite sure of 
that ! y ou have only to g» and declare 
yourself satisfied by th^ full contents of 
the note, whoso blotted extracts alanned 
you; and otfisr the best reparation you 
can by marria^, and I am fositive you 
will not be refused.” 

“ She instructed you then to say so?” 
returned the viscount,^ with a smile of 
much gratification; and a% Charity 4:ept 
a Jesuitical silence, he continued, — “I must 
alftw, I always admired Mss. Sparkleton’s 
good taste and judgment. It is the only 
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possible solution of one’s perplexities, I 
think ; so you had better drive on, in one 
sense, Mr. Carman Destiny! I will not 
be like that strange j^erson, who would 
hot even escape the haltei' by the altarr 
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CHAPTER XIII. 


Three or four® days after these occur- 
rences, Lord Fitzhauton considered he 
had waited long enough for any expres- 
sion of hostile sentiment from Lord 
Deville, mthout recemng any, and con- 
cluded that^ he might now depart for 
Paris without ^ny appearance of a flight, 
or any danger of compromising Mrs. 
Sparkleton's reputation. Well pleased, 
iie gave orders to his servants to prepare 
everything for a trip 'tc^ the Continent, 
intending to start in the afternoon of the 
d#iy in question. 

Lord Fitzhauton enjoyed at present a 
very nice bachelor sort of existence. He 
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had the house to himself; his wife con- 
tinued at Putney with her ^family, no 
doubt exasperated beyond reconciliation — 
at least he hoped so, after his treatment 
of her brother, and di^ainful lienee to 
herself. He had not his Ws on the 

CD • 

table,* as an American ^gentleman might 
have had under similar circumstances 
of tranquil domestic enjoyment — ^but he 
} oiled at his ease, and in a most pleasant 
mood, in a swing chair, smoking a cigar 
in a room where even his aunt had never 
permitted him to do so. She, too, had 
not made her appeai’ance since she had 
written him a inostViolent diatribe against 
Mrs. Sparkleton, threatening, all the ven- 
geance of the gods (and Miss Scur- 
mucheon’s were rather rum jokers!) on 
his head, (not to mention heUfire eternal,) 
unless he entirely and perpetually relin->. 
quished that lady’s society ; .which epistle 
her noble nephew had veiy politely in- 
closed in a clean envelope and returned tf* 
her, as a valuable testimony to posterity 
of her regal’d for his true interests. 
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Smoking this cigar, which was a most 
delicious D^js Amigos, from the royal 
manufact®ry*of Seville — for we love to be 
particular in the * smallest matters that 
relate to great events — luUed into a deli- 
cious, dream by the aromatic narcotic — 
thinking of Mrs. Sparkleton, and what a 
very, veiy handsome woman she Was, and 
how her brilliant eyes Avould light to 
welcome him in I’aris that evening — his 
lordship seemed^ to common observers, to 
be reading a newspaper which he held in 
his hand — neithey can we absolutely de- 
clare that he was not-^-his eye was cer- 
tainly running down the columns — only 
he did not trdee the least notice of what 
he read. It vfas no great wonder, per- 
‘haps: he was looking over some letter 
frojn a foreign coiyespondent, on foreign 
p«»litics, and, his lordship took liltjc in- 
terest even in 'domestic oftes, though he 
often voted on them. Still, the article 
wa« headed Paris, and that rather attracted 
his attention — only dresimily, hoAVCver — 
urrtil suddenly he gave a very natural 
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start, let his cigar fall, and clutched the 
newspaper almost to his ey#s to read 
again the following • unexpected 

announcement ! 

“ The great talk in English circles just 
at present, is about a marriage "v^ich 
came oif yesterday at »the Embassy, in 
the grandest style imaginable. It has 
been so long on the tapis, that it wiU not 
surprise the fashionable Avorld of London 
to hear that yesterday, in the chapel of 
the Embassy, by special licence, were 
united in the holy bond^ of matrimony, 
the Right Honourable Viscount Heville, 
and the Honourable Mrs. Sparkleton, of 

Longacres, in the county of» , Avidow 

oi the hite Colonel Sparkleton, of the 
Guards, sixth and youngest daughter of 
the late Right Hono?irable Baron St. 
Alwy7i,» and granddaughter ,of the Dube 
of — < — . The' celebrity df both parties 
in political and fashionable circles made 
the event remarkable, and we have rarely 
seefi so distinguished a congregation 
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assembled as on the occasion. His Excel- 
lency gave 4hc bride away, and a large 
party partook of a sjdendid dejeuner with 
the noble bride and bridegroom, after 
which the happy pair started to spend the 
honeymoon at a charming viUa belonging 
to the late Colonel Sparkleton, at Chan- 
tiUy.” 

This was too circumstantial a narrg-tive 
to be doubted ; Lord Fitzhauton was* 
positive he held* a newspaper in his hand 
of established authenticity in chronology 
of the kind ; at least he had xcver believed 
it capable of inventioil before — and un- 
doubtedly there was a certain aggregate 
of type and paper united under the usual 
heading beneath his gaze. Nevertheless 
he disbelieved in his own eyes, in the 
paper, in the typo^ in the narrative, and 
ih himself, for nearly a fouple of raiputes. 
Then he lookM again, iftid again,* and 
again, and stiU the article was there. 
Then he whistled, and walked to the 
window, and satisfied himself that people 
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were moving about in a quiet, orderly 
manner, without any of the fumble and 
confusion of a dream. Thdn he walked 
to a mirror and satisfied himself of his 
oAvn identity. Then he took the paper 
and read the article over three times more, 
and tried to persuade “himself that the 
names Wbre different, that it was not 
the Ri2:ht Honourable Viscount and the 
^Honourable Mrs. Sparldoton who were 
united, as the paper averiVd, in the holy 
bonds of matrimony. Then he dashed 
the paper dorm, and called himself the 
following names, fimitting all his here- 
ditiiry titles and distinctions: “Fool, ass, 
booby, simpleton! — to belioKJ a woman, 
to trust in a woman ! — Inexpressible ass, 
unutterable fool ! But it can’t be ! She 
wouldn’t dare I — I’ll run to Deville’s this 
instant, 'and see if he is not at home!” 

Ho-clutched up his hat, find was about 
to sally forth furiously on this fruitful 
enterprise, when two visitors entering eftt 
short his progress. And to cromi his 
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iiusfoi’tunes those tAvo visitors AV'ere his 
Avife and hej* mother ! 

Both Avere in tears, both in disordered 
array, shorn of their usual splendours — 
and Lady Fitzhauton threAV herself into 
her .husband’s arms, in spite of all his 
attempts to avoid Jthe affecting ceremonial, 
Avhilc Mrs. Gullibull sobbed and Avept 
aloud like the bubbling of a whale sinking 
transfixed with harpoons in the Arcti? 
Seas! The oiiy comparison we can find 
of sufficient grandeur to display all the 
energy of her effusion. 

“ 0, my dear Fitzhauton ! my oAvn, 
oAvn husband ! you’ll forgive me this one 
little time, AV 4 )n’t you, and I’ll never doubt 
you again ? F sec it was all that wicked 
l)e\dlle trying to set me against you!” 
sobbed her ladyship, strenuously imitating 
^hc admired simile of the vine round the 
elm. 

“Look how that cigar’s burning the 
carpet!— But she’s come-back never to 
leaA'e you no more, on no accoulit!” 
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ejaculated Mrs. GullibuU. “And I’ve 
oome, too, for a ’sylum frcwn my own 
house and home, for the bailiff* are in it, 
and John’s made a regUlar smash, and we 
are all ruined, and 1 must stay here or go 
to the Refuge of the Destitute, or the 
Workhouse, for I’ll never sit where that 
Girdiron^s master ; and besides, they’U 
tickpt my very bed before they’ve done ! ” 

“ It i s in the Gazette to-day ! — Look, dear 
Charles, poor papa is in ‘the Gazette to- 
day !” said Lady Fitzhauton, still weeping 
profoundly, a?rtd handing, a paper, which 
Lord Fitzhauton h«d not yet seen, to his 
lordship. 

She thought that Fitzhauton sought 
with those arid eyes and trfcmbling fingers 
for the Gazette of the day. She ascribed 
it to the disorder of his spirits when she 
saw that he turned to the .births, maf- 
riagefs, and dt-aths instead ! But she 
changed her opinion, when in a moment, 
with a face liwd with rage and despair, 
he exclaimed : “ And have you the impu- 
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<lence, Lady Fitzhauton, after your ab^d 
behaviour with Lord Deville — after yqjir 
absurd ficcitsatiohs against Mm and Mrs. 
Sparkleton — ^looklicrc, madam — after this ! 
— On the 13 th ultimo, in the chapel of 
the JBritish Embassy, at Paris, the Eight 
Honoui'able — the Eight Honour^jle — 
the Eight Honoui'able — read it yourself, 
madam! — You and your mother may 
stay in the house if you like, but I’ll not 
And out accoitlingly he flung. 

On the same day, and about the same 
hour, Charity Green was, seated at her 
usual place in the bjfiaar, at work, with 
her usual quiet, reflective face. Miss 
Dishnap wa^ finishing the embroidery of 
a little scarkit coat, and enjoying her 
favourite recreation — listening to the tune 
of “ She is far fj,’om the land where her 
'young hei’o sleeps,” exquisitsly per- 
formed on the little musical box, ,which 
had belonged to her own departed be- 
trothed, and which he h%d manufactured 
himself, for he had a mechanical j^nius 
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as 'Well as one for Ms profession. The 
sipreet, melancholy notes followed each 
other like driblets of harinoliioeis water, 
so clearly and liquidly j)ui’e. The two 
friends were evidently I’econciled. In 
fact, Miss Dishnap had nearly cried, her- 
eyes out over the success of her resolute 
refusal of the privileges of the entrk of 
her cottage to Charity Green. She spent 
^he whole day in seeking for her in every 
place but the bazaar, Av&ither Charity 
proceeded immediately after her inter- 
view with Loijd Peville ; and even, in her 
remorse, consented^jto receive her back to 
hearth and home Avitliout asking anv 
questions as to her whereabouts on that 
memorable night, which CSiarity quietly 
assured her she could not possibly explain 
at present. „ 

Thus. were they engaged when Mr.* 
Bagsl^awe’s shadow suddenly feU upon 
both, and raising the little counter, he 
entered the sacyed inclosure to which ho 
had hever yet penetrated, Avith very little 
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ceremony. lie liad on the whitest 
sible cravat,^ and he did not look veiy 
much more coloured himself. 

“ Have you seen, the pap,er this morn- 
ing, Charity? — No, you never read it for 
it should spoil the simplicity of your 
’(character? Well, Gullibull, Gullibull*and 
Co. ai’c hi the Gazette this mo];ning! — 
Which Avas right, you or I, you softcakc, 
you?” 

“ You, sii‘,” sgid Charity, after tremu- 
lously perusing a paragraph in the city 
article, Avhich announced, in tones of con- 
sternation, the fall of tjic great house in 
question. 

“Well! — ^but I’ve come for the forfeit 
of my bond — lyit for my pound of flesh, 
but for my eight stone and upAvards, 
which I am sure ^ou must weigh, con- 
iiidcring your luxurious style of living 
here! You remember ;^oyr promise?” 

“ And I will keep it,” replied Charity, 
limply. 

“ You Avill ! you are not in jest ! — You 
VOL. III. Y 
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marry me, after all?” exclaimed Mr. 
JSagshawe, breathlessly. 

“Why not?” replied Charity, busily 
plying her work. 

“Why not? — Don’t you see how ter- 
ribly ugly I am? — quite a death’s-head 
on a' broomstick?” 

“ No, J positively don’t !” 

, “ That’s because you don’t look at me, 
'•Charity!” replied the retired attorney, 
with vehemence. “ Whait need you care 
about that lace? Look at your bargain, 
and let it go ^o the devil ! ” And he tore 
the delicate traceipy away with a violence 
that destroyed aU hope of retrieving the 
pattern. 

“ Well, then, I do look rat you — ^and I 
don’t see that you are ugly at all, and if 
you really want to marry me, I’ll marry 
you,” said Charity, with great simplicitj* 
of e2|pression — certainly.^ 

“ You are a generous creature. Charity 
— ^but, no, I won’t be a horrid old tyra^xt 
in a novel, and force a girl to marry me 
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against her will! — I came for anotl!^ 
purpose, Chiarity,” he continued, witlj 
energy, ai>d yet with an evident struggle. 
“You may be happy yet ! — as that stupid 
organ is grinding out in the street, — and 
it lie^l However, you shall have the 
chance, if you think it so. Midas Gulli- 
bull is tiioroughly ruined — a bankrupt 
with his father to-day — and I have been 
sounding him. I find that he repents' 
very much of ^lis treatment of you — 
especially since I have told him that you 
have two thousand pounds (jf mine for a 
fortune, and that all property is left 
to you in my will, at my death. I pro- 
mised I wou^d plead his cause for him, 
since you woulshi’t let me plead my own, 
and so — I have his authority to infonn 
you, that — that yfju may be Mrs. Midas 
Gxdlibull ai^ day and any hour_ you 
please.” 

“ And you — have my authority to 
in^rm Mr. Midas. Gullij)ull,” replied 
Charity, without a moment’s pause, “ that 
t2 
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intend to be Mrs. Bagshawe this day 
week, I can’t possibly accept the honour.” 

“What a huiTy you are ^.n! — You 
want to kill me with goy, that you may 
get my money,” said Bagshawe, almost 
convulsively. 

“I’^o, you hard loqf, you!” I’eplied 
Charity .Green ; “ I want to marry you 
immediately, that 1 may have a home and 
house to offer to my poor uncle and 
aunt, now they arc turned out of their 
own ! ” 
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CHAl’TEK XIV. 

On that day a formless Infinite of TerrOir , 

— a myriad-eyed, myriad-handed, air» 

clutching, sky-darkening shadow — a thing 

of doubt and darkness, flickering all over 
. * . * ^ 

with palpitations liH a troubled sea — 
loomed over the commercial horizon. It ' 
thickened gradually into palpable obscure, 
which wore \y turns a million-changing 
forms of doubt and fear, until it became 
the steady vision of a tremendous phan-' 
tom — and its name was Panic ! . 

* 

The failure of tile ^ great house of, 
Gullibull, GullibuU and Co., confessedly 
through railway speculations, increased 
the deep feeling of mistrust which had 
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fp<^some time been gaining ground in the 
j)ublic mind, as to the rejdity of its 
visionary El Dorado of iron.* It was fol- 
lowed by others. Numerous defalcations 
were discovered — ^false dealings brought to 
light; and the whole gorgeous vision — 
more*baseless than the fabric of a dream — 
dissolved -away, leaving its dupes and vic- 
tims gazing at one another, in as much 
^aa*ement as the drinking boors in Faust, 
when they imagined theynvere clutching 
grapes, and found they were only pulling 
at each other’s noses ! 

f ♦ 

Then, indeed, we/;e there “ hurryings to 
and fro,” and “tremblings of distress!” 
Aristocratic vehicles, seldom qt never seen 
eastward of Temple Bar, wex’e now more 
commonly encountered in the city than 
anywhere else. Miss^ Scurmucheon’s 
brougham was among the earliest ; for she * 
, had stjirted a brvugham on 'the strength 
of her success in railroad ventures. 
She, the most punctilious of formalists^ 
forgot that her carriage was to be one of 
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the mourners at a funeral on that 
day, and harried down to Mr. Lawless’s 
offices, to ascertain the truth, or, as she 
fondly hoped, the falsehood, of the alarm- 
ing reports which had reached her. She 
had .been there seven times since she had 
heard the shocking intimation from ‘Mrs. 
Skinfiintz, that Lawless had eloped; had 
always been comforted by his clerk’s 
assurances, that Mr. Lawless was* onJ^ 
accidentally ouit for a few minutes ; had 
waited hours for him in vain, three times; 
and being irritated to excess that morning 
by reading the news ct Mrs. Sparkleton’s 
marriage with Lord DeviUe, in the paper, 
and an alaraiing account of the state ol 
the railway market in a parallel column, 
she was now determined to ascertain the 
truth, and — sell out. 

Miss Scurmucheon was a ^religious 
woman, as wer have often^hown, we^think. 
She had every reason to place confidence 
^ the assurances that the prosperity of 
the reprobate is only of a short and earthly 
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p«^?ure. Nevertheless, she Avas so exces- 
sively vexed at Mrs.Sparkletop’s mundane 
success, that we are not cert&inshe Avould 
not greatly have preferred to hear of her 
having effected her utter ruin “ in society,” 
by eloping with Lord Fitzhauton, <evcn 
though involving so destructiA^ely the good 
name and fortunes of her l^eloved iiephcAv. 
She certainly Avondci’cd Avhat Providence 
‘feoulA have been about to permit such 
good luck to such a “ drciidful creature !” 
She must have deceived Lord Deville in 
the most unprincipled manner! If his 
lordship had only cbnsulted her — if he had 
only Avaited till he heard Avhat people said 
about Mrs. Sparkleton — if had only 

had some friend to tell hinr''tiiat she was 
positively ruined by extravagance and 
speculation — and instea^l of taking a plea- 
sure jaivit to the continent, hpd actually' 
fled tl^ither from.her credit<?r8 1 — 

But there were more people ruined 
than Mrs. Sparkleton. Miss Scurmucheon, 
in her Avay through the city, Avas a good 
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deal annoyed and detained near^'tife^ 
Mansion Il-suse, by a crowd escoi'tlng ,a 
prisoner, “^vllb was to be favoured mth an 
introduction to tiie Lord Mayor. She 
heard the people say that it Avas some 
mcrfthaat’s clerk, accused of embezzling 
money, to buy*raihvay shares. ^Lhat 
excited her interest, and she put on her 
spectacles, Avhich she never Avore in the 
sight of any one if she could help it, ^ 
see the justlj^dev^oted one pass. And 
hoAv amazed Avas Miss Scummcheou tO' 
discover in the prim, prpeise, elderly', 
oT’dei’ly -looking indiVidual, who Avas 
hurried past, in the capacity of criminal 
— Messrs. Gullibvdl and Co.’s head-clerk, 
Mr. liustisa,A^ He avIio had seemed to 
cherish almost a hatred to speculation of 
cA'er}" kind, but o^ railway speculation in 
‘particular: AA'liose grand endeavour Jt had 
ahyays been to preA'ontAis master, from 
engaging in the perilous game — had aU 
tjie Avhile been falsifying, his books, and 
embezzling large suras of money, t<f em- 
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secretly, in the same delusion ! 
lyiidas Gullibull came after ».him, in the 
capacity of prosecutor — by ' order of the 
assignees, ostensibly, btlt a good deal more 
by suggestion of the rancorous vengeance 
and malignancy which filled his hearsfc. 

Miss Scurmucheon did not like to see 
this spectacle ; it added to her alarms, and 
she ordered her coachman to drive on 
faster, and “not to mind the crowd.” 
Whether that meant to drr/e over its com- 
ponent parts, in case of obstruction, we 
will not evep stmnise, concerning a lady 
of sentiments so Christian. But the in- 
creased diligence was of little use, except 
to reach an unwished-for go^l the sooner. 
Miss Scurmucheon found* her agent’s 
offices closed, and they had been so, a 
neighbour informed hfr, for two days. 
No one knew whither either Lawless or hi^ 
clerk, had gone.;, but perhaps the latter 
y6ung gentleman himself, or somebody 
else who desired to set inquiring minds 
at r^st on the subject, had written on the 
closed shutters — “ Ggne to California !” 
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We have now reached a point at whi^;Jl 
it is usual, with novelists in general— 
though we rtither claim to -ourself the de- 
signation of fictitious historian — ^to sum 
up with a brief sketch of the concluding 
events of the lives of the heroes and 
heroines they have introduced to the 
reader’s attention. But as we are cotem- 
porary with all of ours, the most we <3M 
do to gi’atify the curiosity we hope to ha're 
excited, is to gi^^e some account of the pre- 
sent position of affairs with such of our 
personages as seem to deserve the dis- 
tinction. 

Lord and Lady Fitzhauton have been 
what is technically called “ reconciled,” 
and live togemer as man and wife. How 
that is, let the initiated declare! Miss 
Scurmucheon say^ they live like cat and 
•dog ; andperhaps that may be a j)roper 
explanation «f the mysterious foym of 
speech above quoted. .^1 we can say is, 
t Jiat they live in the same Ijouse ; generally 
take dinner together; have been kflovro 
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tp go into the country at the same time ; 
ajrd have two little girls who call one of 
them Papa and the other Mamma. No 
male heir to the family honours has ap' 
peared — which Lady DeviUe often hears 
with great regret ; at least, she often irrakes 
the inquiry of English people that go to 
Paris, and always seems very Sony; and 
s^s, “Poor things! how grieved Lord 
'i'itzhauton must be! Such an ancient 
family as his ! But, then,^thc poor boy — 
if there were one — ^would be so ashamed 
of his maternal ancestors !” In fact, things 
are just as well as they are ; for although 
the Eitzhauton lineage is very ancient and 
honourable, it is pretty Avel^. known that 
his lordship will leave but ‘Vittle property 
to sustain the dignity of the rank he could 
bequeath. His extravagance has nearly 
carried him through the second and very 
splendid forturs^ he acquired with his 
wife. 

Lord and Lady Devdle reside almo^ 
constantly at Paris — only occasionally 



OR, THE DAVS we LIVE IN. 


333 


frightened out . of it by a revolution or 
when they generally go to some of the 
Oerman capitals. Last year they were 
a.lmost driven to England by finding a re- 
volution wherever they fled from one ; but 
so obstinately determined is his lordship 
not to discharge her ladyship’s liabilities 
in raih^ays, that, altliough extremely 
anxious to be at home and to go to Ms 
club as usual, “ he reiilly can’t come.^ 
wrote so to a friend the other day. At 
the same time he don’t much care to leave 
her ladyship in Paris by herself. It almost 
seeins as if he were jeaitous of her — and yet 
there are malicious people who declare 
that they are not at all fond of one another, 
and that l\i Deville has been heard 
to declare, he almost wishes he were, in 
Colonel Sparkleton’s present place rather 
in that which his demise left vacant. We 
may hoJJPf^hawever, t5 ^e Lady j^eville 
in London soon — probably next season. 
.Almostallher speculations are being wound 
up under the Kail way Abandonment»Bill; 
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and 'as she has forfeited an incredible 
number of shares for not paying; up the calls 
upon them, it is very likely that she will 
soon be quite at her eas& on their account. 

Longacres is sold, Tlie mortgagee, 
Tobias Skinflintz, Esq., is its present pro- 
prietbr, and his mother is looking forward 
with no .little pride to the prospect of 
se^ng him a Member of Parliament for 
s6me 'neighbouring village belonging to a 
noble lord who “ owes her s- little money,” 
as soon as the “ dishabUities are removed.” 

Meanwhile Lady Deville leads a very 
delightful life in Patfk, spending but little 
time at home, or on her noble husband. 
She “rather likes the French way of living. 
One is not bothered with thinking — one 
need only talk,” she said the other day to 
a particular friend, who was inquiring, as 
particulay friends wiU do, the most dis- ' 
agreeable questiop he could put— 2®Why she 
did not intend to grace London again with 
her presence occasionally? 

Sh€' is very happy ! Lord Deville and 
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she lead the most well-bred marriedh life 
possible, as ^ou might expect from people 
of such fashion and sensibility to appear- 
ances. Mademoiselle Florine, indeed, told 
Mrs. Clackmannan’s maid — on a late ex- 
cursion of that vigilant invMid to the 
republican metropolis — in strict ct)nfi- 
dcnce, of course, that there had .been tw'o 
explosions between them — and only tiTO. 
One was shortly after their marriagb, otW 
receipt of some intelligence from England 
— about the sale of Longacres, she believed. 
The other took place ab«ut some letter 
which arrived from saille country, of 
which, with every elfort on her part, the 
said Mademoiselle has never yet managed 
to obtain a j\rusal. But she believes it 
was from Lord Fitzhauton, because her 
lady cried nearly half an hour over it, and , 
(Lord DeviUe — who found her so engaged 
— decllf^d in Jier heariii^ihat if ef er the 
viscountess dared (that was his word!) 
dared to receive a letter from “that 
man,” (and who else could he possibly 
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meafi?) see, speak, or correspond in any 
manner whatever Avith him^ — -he, Lord 
Deville, Avould leave her eiitiyely to him ! 

“ lint, hoAvever,” said Lady Deville, 
Avith exasperation, in private, after she 
had given a solemn promise to that effect, 
“Avllbn one goes back to London, one 
can’t lielp one’s self — one Avill be sure to 
him soineAvhere or another in society !” 
^ M&s Scunnnchcon is so very badly off 
in her pecuniary affairs, ;that avc might 
be excused if, like the rest of the Avorld, 
Ave overlooked, the fact of her existence. 
She has lost a veiy toonsiderable portion 
of an already nari’ow income by her 
railAvay investments, or rather non-invest- 
ments; for it is some consolation to her 
to find that, OAving. to Lawless having 
,run away Avith her money, instead of 
.embarking it in the^ shares she had, 
requested, she js Mot liablg com- 

pletely I’uined as a contributor to the 
defalcations of the concerns in question. 
But <?he has a perpetual and potent source 
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of regret in an attendant circumsTance. 
There can Ije no doubt that the Eever(>nd 
Gilbart Rucidimac had at one time some 
serious thoughts of offering his hand anJ' 
heart to her acceptance. But an exjm'c 
of J;he affaij's of a certain company in 
which he knew, her to be connected, 
turned ‘the current of his affections in 
another dir^^tibn. 

Still her oavh misfortunes have not m 
the least diminished the charitable feelings 
wliieh always animat(;d Miss Scurmuclieon. 
She begs with mo^^BS^^ than ever for 
the poor, ?uid perh^J with more success ; 
for peoph; do rather compassionate her 
fallen estate, and like to rid themselves 
of her impo^iunities at almost any price. 
We have the comfort to assure our rcjjyjers 
that she still lives in a manner and in » 
place not altogether unsuited to. licr rank 
in sombty — •in a stfe^t* that has been, 
fashionable, and on a hundred a year. 

Where are Alderman and Mrs, Gulli- 


VOL. III. 



338 


THE GOLD-WORSmrPERS : 


bull? Both at Mr. Bagshawe’s, at Cam- 
berwell. Tlie aklermsin is ovily just out 
of the Queen’s Bench, where he has 
'Expiated the sin of “ reckless trading,” 
us the learned gentleman who harangued 
against him not untruly styled the profess 
which furnished him with a subject for 
eloquence, rby an imprisonment which has 
eff(-t;tually broken his spii-it. The eiiter- 
p'fising, daring merchant is dead in his 
bosom; and but for Mr-». BagshuAve’s 
incessant kindness and attentions, the 
outward presc’»tei?^i/f’’ eSf the once mighty 
alde'iinan Avould pro'bfbly be in the same 
predicament. We have hopes, hoAvever, 
and so has Mi‘. BagshaAvo, that he Avill 
recover his health and spirihf’ and resume 
his natural activity in a short time. Per- 
haps he may make iuiother fortune before 
he dies. . lie has talked about doing so 
.ever since Mr. Bsg^iaAve premi^, at his 
wife’s entreaty, that he Avould lend him 
Avhatever he got for his three thousand 
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pounds, to recommence business. That 
may possibly be five or six bundled 
pounds; and the alderman relates, witlj^ 
some sparkles of his former genius, that 
he began the vast fortune he lost with 
abo«t as many — minus the hundreds. 

The alderman,* however, is not likely 
to leave what he may again acquire to 
either of hK children. They are c1^n« 
sidered to have behaved rather unhaq^ 
somely to him.* At least, he thinks that 
thpy ought to have taken more notice of 
liim in hi^misfqrtij^^; rn^as Midas has 
hardly enough to Utc upon himself, ^om 
a clerkship lie has in a brewery — and as 
Lady Fitzhquton has “ a hu.sband and 
children of Iict own to look to,” we cannot 
see what right he has to complainj^fJiiey 
have tacitly agrcqji to cut hii^^ fiSpC^ 
ciaUy ^s they both agree — agreeing on 
that point otfly — that* tii^ir father most ' 
bitterly wronged them in getting ruined 
all. 
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It must be alloAved that Mrs. GullibuU 
is„ rather a nuisance in the Bagshawc 
house, where she takes upoh her still to 
be mistress ; is very dictatorial, and suffi- 
ciently tedious in dissertations on her 
misfortunes. But Charity Bagshawe has 
such an inexhaustible -fount of j)atience 
in her soul — she is so kind, so thoughtful, 
soirhuprovokable, that, on tb ', whoh*, they 
work on pretty well together. Moreover, 
Mrs. GullibuU is very foitil of managing 
a house, and Cliarity, on the contmry, 
has taken to''‘\ladii'.gj’*-.ind likes to spend 
inOkt of her time witn Mr. B igshaAve, who 
has commvmicatcd his oAvn taste for litera- 
ture to her. 

' We do not believe they have any 
fa'r’V. The last time we saw her she 
ho^/ever, Avith a pretty numerous 
one. She and Miss Di8hna2>, an4 .two or 
three other ladies* were A4'aiting on the 
platform of a railway, at a short distance 
from town, wjth a, numerous, band ^f 
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about two hundred female children, be- 
longing to a Sunday school, which tlujy 
keep and teach among them,^ and Avhoi^ 
they had taken out on an excursion eu 
J^asfte. The children ^ere all very 
cleanly, though mostly veiy poorly dressed, 
and seemed all as happy as they could 
live — shouting, singing, and hurrahing, 
enough to ISighten the liery horses <1^ 
were to draw them, if they had bqgB, 

fashioned of leSs solid materials than wood 

* 


and iron. Cliarit y hwk ed veiy much 
fluttered^nd yei'A j uuen pleased — very 
responsible, %iid veiy ha]>py, and se 


as if — ^whether hernclf a motherjd^ot — 


that she had found objects on which to 
diffuse the motherly fechhigs in her gentle 
heart. We heard one of the girls 
“ Teacher, teachc^ ! what is 
'those iron rails?” To wlijfh Mr§. Ilag- 
shawe replied^ partly to Je^rself and^iartly 
to the child — “After all, they are very 
good thiogs ! — the <^riagps run oikthose, 
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dear, and have brought you out of town, 
to^ breathe the nice svvect^ air of the 
^/^ountry sr/ cheaply, thar we krc thinking 
^,of bringing you all again Uv^xt week. — 
After all, they '^ve very good things I” 


tknfltt^Edwatdb, Priilibrs, 4, Cli Street, Oa7e<jt Ga/edtn. 






